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Emile IDcrbaereit. 


Tout bonffP — et I'fW (If/ ntt fp'i h -n^nns rn inarch'’ 

NOW let tile dead past fall mio the deep, 

With all its sleepy ‘*oncjs and chmchinp chimes. 
You are Ihc Bell that gospels mightier limes 
O’er men who scale the 1 u lure's ruined steep, 

Not looking hack to where lire weaklings creep. 
But, with foi haltlc Mina yum iron times, 

Mart'll ini^ limit loiwaids to the visioned rlnne*- 
Where hearts are sueh’d and furious foiees sweep 

Of Jewish idols and (I reek *»ods tliey snip. 

But louder than t hi ir \m< e hud anviU rin: r . 

And o’er tin ir oaidciis smoke *raikd waving hair 

But while the old was ruined by l he in a. 

You pointed t«> a City far mm e fur; 

And, Mastei, with $;jud hearts we follow \ mi. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

0 

Otto Hauser refeis the Belgian renascence In ait 
and literature to the influence of the pre-Raphaelites. 
The influence of painting is at all events certain 1 
That of music is not less maikcd - Haudclmte has 
been continued by Kodenbach, Giraud, and Glikin 
Verlaine's method m Pefcs galantw is imitated in 

Charles van heila rghc was duvcUy injured by llossctti 
and Burne-Jones Veihaeien h is milieu iimicIj ait ciiticinu 
Foritainas, who h.Ls translated Keats, and million’s iSt'i/tnun 
. I t/ont&lcs and Counts, is <i histou.m ol painting (Histone dr 
ht, Pamlurr jHuictubt' tut /i/ mule ISOf-HKH), ,\htcure de 
France, 1906). Max Elskamp dlnsti.ites Ins own hunks v it U 
quaint, mediaeval woodcuts? ; sue, (.specially, his Alphabet dr 
Notie Dame la Vtcrye (Antwei p, 1901 ). Mockt 1 has written 
a study of Victor Nouveau ^ILlOn). Le Koy is an amateur 
painter. 

8 Vorliaeren heard Wagners WalLuu tw* dy times 
Tummig. Mockel is a learned musician; m his two 
volumes of verse Chant el able eu pm iwhe and Clortrs 
contain musical notation? of rhj thins tiilkin found it 
difficult to decide whether to he a rnusici.ui ot a poet 
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Giraud’s Hh os ct Piet rots (Fischbacher, Paris). 
The naturalistic style of Zola was independently 
initiated in Belgium by Camille Lemonnier, who 
directly influenced Verhaeren. But the most potent 
influence is that of Mallarmd, whose symbolism has 
tiansformcd contemporary poetry. It was a featuie 
of the symbolists to return to the free metres atfd 
the simpliu y of the folk-song , and there are 
echoes of popular poetry in the verse of lhaun, 
Elskamp, Gdrardy, Kmon, van Lerberghe, and 
Mockel. 

Belgium is a country of mixed nationalities. 
The two languages spoken arc Flemish and 
French. Flemish is a Low German dialect, the 
written form of which is identical with Dutch. 
Practically all educated Flemings speak Fiench, 
which is the official language; the Fiench Belgians, 
who raiely know Flemish, 1 aie called Walloons. 
Only those authois who write in Fiench are le- 
presented in the present volume, and they ipay b,e 
classed as follows • 

Flemings : — Elskamp (French mother), Fonlainas* 
(French avlmixtuie), Giraud, Kinon (^VaUoon ad- 

1 Vtftlincrcn, who is a Fleming pur sany , and who was 
brought up in un exclusively Flemish-speaking district, 
knows pi a< tic .illy no Flemish. Maeterlinck, on tlri other 
hand, might h.ocwiittou equally well in Flemish. 
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mixture), van Lerbeighe, Le Roy, Maeterlinck, 
Kamaekers, Veihneren. 

Walloons: — Bonmariage (English mother), Braun 
(German grandfather), Isi-Collm, Jean Dominique, 
Gerardy (Prussian Walloon), Gilkin (Flemish 
mother), Gille, Mai low (English grandfather), 
Mockei (distant German extraction), Rency, 
S^verin. < - 

The Belgian poets are again divided into two 
very hostile camps with regard to metrical 
questions. The Parnassians (the term is used for 
want of a better) cling to the traditional forms of 
French verse (what Byron called “monotony in 
wire”), and to the time-honoured diction ; whereas 
the verslibnstcs use the fiee forms of verse 
imported into France from Germany by Jules 
Laforgue, and petfcctcd by (among otlicis) the 
American Viele-Gritfin. It must be noted, how- 
ever, that theic is a tendency among the vers- 
libristes to leturn to the classical style: Verhaeien, 
who wrote in vers libres after Ins first two volumes, 
has, in his last book, Lcs Rythmes souvctattis , 
approximated to the legular alexandnnc. Van 
Lerberghe, in a letter wntten in 1905, condemns 
the vers litre \ but Ins own work is an mimoital 
monument of its practicability. 1 The thief Pa r - 

1 See Georges Rency, Physionomies litUrau es, pp. 120-122. 
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nassians arc (iiraud, Gilkin (whose rrorntthie} 
however, is in vers libres\ Gille, and Severin. 
Max Elskamp is a verslibriste only in his use of 
assonance. 

IJelgian litcratiue begins, for all practical 
purposes, \,ilh Chailes de Costci’s national epic 
{Jyle/npicgL / De Coster died young, and wfe 
followed by ti e novelist Camille Lemon n ler (r 844-)* 
Then comes the flood-tide, not in literature only, 
for Fernand KhnopflT, Georges Minncs, Theo van 
Ryssclberghe (the bosom friend of Verhaeren), 
and Constantin Meunier aie as distinguished in 
painting and sculpture as, for instance, Georges 
Kekhoud and J oris- Karl Huysmans aie in the 
novel. 

The beginnings of the modern movement, which 
was directed, in the fust instance, against Philis- 
tinism, may be traced back to the group of 
bellicose students who weie gathered together at 
the Univeisity of Louvain about 1880/ Some of 
them, among whom were Emile Verhaeren and 
Ernest van Dyk (the famous Wagner tenor) 
founded a magazine, La Semaine de** Etudiant&l 
which was soon suppressed by the University 
authorities. Other students who later became 
famous were I wan Gilkin and Albert Giraud; and, 

1 Sec Uilkin, Ui Hjihcs cHiuiantines de ladeinie Belgique: > 



Introduction. xvii 

•Edmond Deman, who was to become Verhaeren’s 
publisher and a maker of beautiful books. Another 
student, Max Waller, who, till his early death in 
1889, was the imp of mischief in the literary world 
of Belgium, founded, in rivalry with La Semainc , 
the magazine Le Type, which was also suppressed, 
flhter on Max Waller founded, in 1S82, at Brussels, 
together with Georges Eekhoud and Gilkin, La 
Jeune Belgique , a review to which all the young 
bloods contributed, making common cause until they 
divided into verslibnstes and Parnassians, after 
which the review was carried on, under the 
successive editorship of Waller, Gille, and Gilkin, 
as the organ of the French party (‘Tart pour l’art et 
le culte de la forme 1 ’). Other reviews which 
provided a battling-ground were Li Art Modcnief 
to which Verb aeren contributed, and La Wallonie , 
which Albert Mockel founded at Li£ge in 1884. 

A The exuberant vitality of these students, though 
it often led them into extremes, laid the foundation 
of a literature which is in many respects the most 
remarkable of contemporary Europe. Now that 
Tolstoy is dead, Maeteilinck and Verhaeren stand 

1 Gilkin, Quinzc anntes de htthotuic. 

a Founded by the lawyer Edmond 1'ieard, who discovered 
“Dime beige.” lie advocated a literature which should be 
specifically Belgian. 
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at the head of the literature of the whole world ; 
and they are, as Johannes Schlaf has maintained, 
the perfect types of the “new European.’ 1 It is 
absurd to consider them as Frenchmen; they are 
as much the product of their country as Ibsen is of 
Norway. 

Modem Belgium, “between ardent France anS 
grave German v,” the foAis.of all the roads of 
Europe, is as rich in intellectual gifts as it is 
teeming with material wealth. “The vitality of 
the Belgians,” says Stefan Zweig in his splendid 
book on Verhaeren, “ is magnificent. In no Other 
part of Europe is life lived with such intensity, 
such gaiety. In no other country as in Flanders is 
excess in sensuality and pleasure a function of 
strength. The Flemings must be seen in their 
sensual life, in the avidity they bring * to it, in the 
conscious joy they feci in it, in the endurance they 
show. It was in orgies that Jordaens found the 
models of his pictuies: in every kermesse, in eyery 
funeral feast you could find them to this very 
day. Statistics show us that Belgium stands at 
the head of Europe in its consumption of ajcohol. 
Out of every two houses one is an inn. .Every 
town, every village has its brewery, and the brewers 
are the richest traders in the country. Nowhere 
else are festivals so animated, so noisy, so 
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ijjjBtrained. Nowhere else is life so loved, and 
lived with such superabundance, at such fever- 
heat” It is a land that has conquered the sea, 
and Spain, and is still unspent, raging with greedy 
appetites of body and brain Verhaeren has 
vaunted it in himself. 

<f Je buih le fils dc cette race 
Dont les cervelux plus que les dents 
Sont solutes ct sont ardeuts 
Et sont voiaccs. 

Je suis le ills de cetto race 
Ten ace, 

Qni vent, apres avoir vouln, 

Encore, encore et encore plus .” 1 

The greatest of all French poets, past and pre- 
sent, is Emile Verhaeren. He was born in 1855 at 
Saint Amartd, a village on the Scheldt to the east 
of Arifwerp, He has described the impressions of 
his childhood among the poldeis in his charming 
book Les Tendresses premises (1904), the proces- 
sions of ships sailing, like a dream plumed with 
wind, down the river under the stars, the dikes, 
“Ja vette immensite des plaines et des plaines”; 
and in tfte superb symbolism of Les Villages 
illusoires he has magnified the villagers at their 
trades. He was educated at the Jesuit school 

' • ' 1 “Ma race, M Les Forces turn ultueuaes. 
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Saintc-Barbe in Ghent, with Georges Rodenbapsfc 
for a schoolfellow. Then he studied law at Louvain, 
made some feint of practising at Brussels, and, in 
1883, bm st upon his countrymen with his audacious 
book La Flamandc r, the fruit of dose study of 
Flemish g-enre-painting and the poetry of Mau- 
passant. An indignant critic called him “the 4 
Raphael of filth *’; but he rehabilitated himself by 
i% Les Moinc r” ^1886), sonorous poems mirroring 
life in a Flemish monastery, painting monks whose 
asceticism is as savage and voluptuous as the huge 
joy in life illustrated in Les Flamandc s. 

These two books glow with health. But the 
poet had impaired his constitution by riotous 
living; and the trilogy which now followed, Les 
Soirs (1887), £« DiMifes{ 18S8), and Les Flambeaux 
noirs (1S90), form one long elegy of disease. 
These years, his 41 pathological period,” were full 
of the blackest pessimism and despair. He was 
much in London at this time, in isolation all the 
more desperate as he could not speak English. 
He was fascinated by the atmosphere of the 
English capital, its immensity, its desolaticya, its 
fogs, identifying his own mind with all oi Iti “ O 
mon dnte da soir , cc Londtcs noir qui tratne en 
toil ” “Je suis l'linmensement perdu,” he ct\fs 
out in despair; he yearns for his brain to give way: 
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When shall I have the atrocious joy of seeing 
madness, nerve by nerve, attack my mind ?” But 
the very keenness of his self-observaticJn gradually 
brings him healing: a mastery of the body by the 
brain. This intense wrestling with disease is full 
of significance, and \>ne of the lessons which 
Verhaeren has to teach is that new conditions of 
existence, the din anfl dust of great cities, the 
never-resting activity of modern brains, will cieate 
a new man whose nervous system will be able to 
bear the strain imposed upon it. And when one 
sees Verhaeren turning from self-torture to lose 
himself in the energy of the restlessly progressing 
world, one thinks of John Addington Symonds 
growing stronger over 4 " Leaves of Grass.” His 
recovery and reconciliation with life are symbolized 
in his poem Saint George , one of the collection 
Les Afifiarus dans mes Che mins (1891). 

In his first two books he had been a realist and 
a Parnassian. The volumes which follow are in 
vers litres , and they are, to a certain extent, 
symbolistic. Lei Villages illusoires (1894) is all 
symbolisrp: the ferryman is the stubborn artist 
with the green reed of hope between his teeth ; the 
fishermen symbolize the selfish society of to-day; 
the ropemaker weaves the horizons of the future. 

Les Qampagnes hallucinfes (1893) describes the 
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desolation of the country, deserted to glut the 
cities; Let Villcs tcntacuUurcs (1895) isacinemato* 
graph of the town, while the play Lcs Aubes (1898) 
completes the trilogy, and prophesies the dawn 
of a better day after a cleansing with blood. In 
these three books contemporary life is visualized # 
reviled, condoned, explained, and reconciled with 
beauty. Poet > (except Walt Whitman, whom 
Veihaercn continues) have turned their eyes away 
from the present to the past, and sung of rural 
quiet lather than of 111 ban roar. When Henley’s 
poem on the motor-car appeared, there was a cry 
of dcnsion ; but the only thing that was* wrong 
with the poem was that it was not poetry. 
Verhaeren, however, has smitten poetry out of 
workshops, anvils, locomotives, girders, braziers, 
pavements, gin-shops, brothels, the Stock Ex- 
change — out of all that is monstrous and ugly to 
those who look at material things, as Ruskin did, 
with the eyes of the past. The accepted ideal of 
beauty is Grecian, but to Verhaeien the beauty of 
a thing is not in Us outward form, but in the idea 
that moves it. In Greece the athlete wo beautiful ; 
but strength to-day is in the nerves; to-day we 
see more beauty in a face moulded by mind than in 
the thews of a discus-thrower. Smoke is beautiful 
in the pictures of Whistler and Monet; the toil of 
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grimy workmen is sublime in the sculpture of 
Constantin Meumer . 1 For Verhaeien, as Stefan 
Zweig says, “a thing is the moic beautiful the 
more finality, will, power, energy it contains. The 
whole universe at the present moment is over- 
heated; it is straining in throes of endeavour; our 
^reat towns arc nothing but centres of multiplied 
energy; their machine vue the expression of foires 
tamed and oiganized; their innumerable crowds 
are joined together in harmonious action. Thus to 
Verhaeren all things appear full of beauty. He 
loves our epoch because it does not disperse effort, 
but condenses it, because it is not scalteicd, but 
concentrated for action. All that has will, and an 
aim in view, man, machine, ciowd, town, capital; 
all that vibrates, works, hammeis, travels ; all that 
bears in itself fire, impulse, electricity, and feeling 
— all this rings in his verse. Everything lives its 
minute; in this multiple gear theie is no dust, no 
„ useless ornamentation ; but evciywbcie is ca cation ; 
the feeling of the future dnccls all action. The 
town is a living being.” 

Verhaeren knows the great ciLies of Europe. He 
has felt the spell of* Hambuig, as well as of 
Hildesheim and of little towns in Spain We have 
seen him during his period of depiession isolated 

1 Stefan Zweig, Emile Vcrhacmi. 
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in London, and while in England he was fascinated* 
by the reek of soot and tar in Liverpool and 
Glasgow. In London he would take a ticket to 
anywheie on “the underground,” and roll along for 
hours; he wandered about the docks, and dreamed 
among the mummies in the British Museum. And 
though the town of Ins poems may be any town, It 
is no doubt, the back o£his mind, London. 

In Les lieu res claim (1896) and Les Heures 
(Vaprcs-miih (1905), Verhaeren sings the “douce 
accalmie” of his wedded life. To translate some 
of the poems in these collections would be lifce 
forcing one’s way into a sanctuary. As this: 

“ Trrs doucoment, plus (Inurement encore, 
tierce Tim trie eutiu (««. bias, 

Mon fi out fii'vmix et mes yeu\ las ; 

Tu’s dmiuenn nt, plus doiiceinelit encore, 

Baise mi's h vres, et dis-moi 
Ci’s mots plus doux a cliaquc aurore, 

Quaud me les dit ta voix 
Et quo tu t’es donnee, et qne ]e t’ainie encore.” 

I11 another tulogy Tonie la Flandte ( Les 
Ten dres \es premieres , 1904 ; La Guirlande. dcs 
Uune% 1907; Les llcros , 1908) he sings his native , 
ptovince. Of his plays, Le Cloth t\ in the trans- 
lation of Osman Edwaids, was staged, with honour ,? 
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1 and glory to all concerned, by the Gaiety Theatre 
in Manchester in 1910. 

The reputation of Verhaeren’s schoolfellow, 
Georges Rodenbach (1855-98), has waned con- 
siderably since his death. He trails such weary 
Alexandrines as: 

11 Aux hcures chi soir mo^ie on l’on voudrait mourir, 

Ou l’on so scut le cceur trap soul, Tame* trop lnsse, 

Quel rafraiclussement do so voir dans la glace.'* 

Verhaeren and Rodenbach were followed on the 
benches of the College’ Sainte-Barbe at Ghent by 
Charles van Lerberghe, Maurice Maeterlinck, and 
Gregoire Le Roy. Van Lerberghe’s first work, 
Les Flaireurs (1889), is in a style which is said to 
have suggested that of Maeterlinck’s first plays. 
His comedy Pan (1906) is full of devilment. In 
his lyric verse there is no sediment; all is clear 
and rippling like a beck dancing down a hill- 
side in the sunshine of summer dawn. If poetry 
is music, he is a poet unparalleled, lie sings 

“Avec des mots 
Si irais, si virginaux, 

Avec dos mots si purs, 

Qu’ils treniblcnt duns lTmn, 

Et semblent dits, 

Pour la premiere fois an puradis.” 
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What a gem is this poem: — 

Elio doit dans l’ombrc dos brandies, 

J’armi los Hems <lu bol cto. 

Une Hour an soleil &o pendn? . . . 

NVsl cc pas mi cyclic cnduinto * 

I'Mo dort dotimncnt. et songe. 
tin i soin respiro lonteiiient. 

\ t > son soin mi Li'lleur allonge 
►son long col hole et v act 11 unt. 

lit sans qu’ollo sVn etfaiondie, 

La longue, p.Ue Hour a mis, 

Siloncicuscmeiil, sa boucbe 
Autonr (lit beau som einlornu. 

“ Ce que nous cnscigne Charles van Lerberghe,” 
says Albert Morkel in his masterly book on his 
fi lend, “ e’est la puissance de la grace. Le charme 
de ses vers est unique; le sentiment dont ils nohs 
peiiLtrent a line soite de plenitude heureuse qui 
console le cieui en appelant Tame vers la clartd. 
Une ondc invisible nous rafraichit, nous pacific . . . 
Mais la foicc des plus grands peut seule> se fldchir 
a une pareillc douceur, et il laut la sftrete d’un 
incoiiipaidble artiste pour faire de la parole ecrite 
cctte chose lumincuse ct imponderable qui $emble 
a u tour de nous couime une poussidre d’oj||§us- 
pendue.” ^ ’ f 

It is scarcely necessary to enter into details here 
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about Maeterlinck; he needs no introduction to 
English readers. lie has only published one 
volume of lyrics, Senes Chaudes (1889), which is 
now printed with the fifteen songs he wrote later. 
In a music laden with sleep rise the faint, forced 
li^es of a super-sensitive soul, looking through 
glass darkly at a world whose contradictions seem 
irreconcilable. Verhaerftn has ehaiacten/ed these 
poems asfollows: “Cota it d’une inattendue angoisse, 
d’une extraordinaire et infime tiistesse, d’une plainte 
profonde et simple soitic de l'nistinct scelle an fond 
de nous-memes. Cela ne s’exphquait pas, mais 
cela perforait le fond de notre atne et tiouvait sa 
justification dans tout Tinexplicablc et dans tout 
l'inconnu. L’inconscient on plutot la subconscience 
y reconnaissait son langage, ou plutot son balbutie- 
ment . . 

GuSgoire Le Roy has been an electrician, and is 
now Librarian of the Academic Roy ale iks ficaui- 
Arts at Brussels. He is the poet of retiospcction, 
as Maeterlinck is the poet of introspection His 
heart “pleure d’autrefois.” He is the hermit bowed 
down by silver hair, bending at eventide over the 
embeis of the past, visited by weird guests draped 
with legend. The weft of his veise is toin by trans- 
lation, cannot be grasped, it is wafted through 
shadows. 
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Max Elskamp is a poet who reminds one tha*t 
Mariolatry is Minnesong. There is no reason why 
the devout should not be edified by his poems, but 
his intention is rather to give a subtle idealization 

Flemish life. Those who know Flfemish painting 
u ill easily read themselves into the enchanting 
version of Flandeis that he gives us, a Flanders l&w 
different to ‘hat of Verhrierqn and yet how equally 
true ' 

tl Et r’est ulovs im pays il’ailes 
Auv liirondfdles, 

Klaudrcs <bis tours 
Kfc <I« naif ot bon m'joiir ; 

I’it e’est silors un pays d'ailes 
lilt tout d'amour.” 

Thomas Braun, Victor Kinon, and Georges 
Ramaekers are fervent Roman Catholics. Braun’s 
Livre dcs Benediction ? is a beautifully printed book 
illustrated by the quaint woodcuts of his brother, 
who is a Benedictine monk. It is a thoroughly 
Flemish book, but a volume of verse which he ha? 
just published, J'ai f>in { le genou (published by 
Deman), is Walloon in feeling. His «tfhet volume, 
Philat-Hic (Biblioth&que dt l’Occident, Paris, 1910) 
is poetry for, stamp-collectors ! Braun and Kinon 
are bucolic poets, somewhat in the manner of thi 
French poet Francis Jammes, who ainis ait tjn~ 
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Compromising fidelity lo natuic ancl the utmost 
simplicity of diction. Hut part of Kinon’s work is 
in the style of Max Elskamp, fascinating poetry 
concerning pilgrimages , 1 and th£ devotional life of 
Flanders. Ramaekers, the editor of Lc Caihohque , 
is inspired “par la vision si riantc et si forte du 
Bfcbant jovial, inti me, et vnonastique.” Lc Chant 
des Trois Rbgncs is a forest of mysticism. The 
“ Three Reigns *' aie those of the Father ~= the cult 
of minerals; the Son -- of plants; the Holy Ghost- 
of Love. Some of the poems would delight an 
architect. His knowledge of painnngs appeals 
equally well in his other volume of vcisc, Lcs 
Saisons mystiques (Librayie modernc, Iiiusscls, 
1910). 

Andre Fontainas is a symbolist of the symbolists. 
Mallarme himself could not have bctteicd the 
following exciting sonnet: 

be givre: vivre lihre cn I'nt* \v l'liivor, 

Kumeur qiu se rut nut au regard d'line wire 
Oil, peut-elre, fivnilt eglieuu 1* l’c J>tie 
Do tel vol ou d'un soullle q»a 1 mcnu-vair. 

Le ciel grit» s'ebt, tail fart- 1 .1 soi-»n me t ntfouvert . 
N’est-ce pifs qu’y rmsselle au front 11101 ne urn* untie ' 
Non ! stuile noble^e 011 mil uVliule un titre 

1 ,e La Belgique sait rnieux (pie toute autre jouer dans la 
paiile avee Voulant de Hetlili.eiii. ,> (Thomas Braun. ) 
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A sc mentir moins vil qitc ne rarripe Ic ver. 
hlieure suit Phonic encore, aurmie n'est la seulg: 
P.uciIIc ,i soi, vnici venir qrn renlinceule 
Pour brusquo n.iitre d'ulle et pour mourir soudain. 

Un ch.'irdon bleu, pa> mCinc, au siuirc, ui cirse 
Olliant, u vo clii’tif »*t ilMuin du jardin, 

Ne fut-ee qu’ime ipmc a sen fanner un lliyrse. 

But the gi.:at mass of his poetry is perfectly 
intelligible. He is a romanticist, but in a new sense; 
for whereas the old romanticists turned from the 
sordid picsent to the motley middle ages and the 
choral pomp of Rome, Fontainas haunts the 
labyrinths of his soul, and projects his conscience 
beyond the bounds of space and time. In Fontainas, 
as m Gerardy, knights ricle through pathless forests, 
but these aie not the knights of .Spenser. The 
Faery Queen is a record of events in the outer 
world; Fontainas is a chevalier errant in the inner 
world of the spirit, and his castles are only settling- 
places for the dove of thought winging out of the 
unknown. 

lwan Gilkin and Albert Giraucl are SatanisLS.' 
Gilkin’s La Nuit y “ une vision terufiante des 
turpitudes humaines,” is the most interesting book 
in Bdudelaire’s style since Baudelaire. He began 
it with the intention of continuing his pilgrimage 
in two following books through Purgatory and 
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Paradise; but, as he wifrns his leaders in the 
preface to La Nutt: This is Hell ' Gilkin seems 
to have had no aptitude for Puigatoiy and 
Paradise after Hell; at all events, his following 
works have nothing to make an Englishman blush. 
Le Cerisier Fleuri (1899) is a collection of verse 
ii^the classical style; but 'Gilkin has since given 
his best work to the cirama: PromMee (1899), 
Etudiants russes (1906), Savonarolc (1906). Jonas 
(1900) is a satire predicting the conquest of Europe 
by Asia. 

Albert Giraud is undoubtedly a poet of high 
rank. His colouring is marvellous. Above all, 
he is a very personal po$t; one can always hear 
the beating of his heait—“A maint endrojt le 
sentiment mal contenu cirve Fenvcloppc de 
senhutd,” 1 He is a pessimist and a Daudclau lan. “II 
se platt,” says Desire Horrent, “a icmuer le fond 
vaseux des antes, h gouter le chaime morbide des 
volupt^s rares et raffinces.” 

.Albert Mockel is one of those veiy rare cases in 
which a good critic is at the same time a good 
poet. As a # critic 2 he has probably no rival except 

1 Gregoire be Roy, Lc Masyus, May 1010. 

* Propos de htteuiturr, 1894 ; J£,mle Valine ren^ 1895 ; 
1 Stepfytne Mallarmd. Un II a os. Mc*reiire <Ii* France, 
1899 ; Chortles van Lerberghe , Mcrcure de Ft am e, *1904. 
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Remy dc Gourmont. His hall-mark is subtlety; 
but his learning, too, makes one gasp. (He might, 
no doubt, lnue been a profcssoi if he had not been 
so brilliant). His poetry is philosophy; and the 
wonderful thing js that it should be such poetry. 
It is as light as a lncc/c, and like a deep river that 
show 3 Is pebbles. lie has in preparation a book 
of vet a La Flam me Immortelle^ winch will be a 
magnificent realization of Jus doctnne of Aspira- 
tion. Veihacrcn interprets the outer world, 
Mo<kel the inner world as reflected rn the outer 
world fot existence is double, form and shadow. 
jMockel has written, too, a child’s story-book, 
Contes fun// / t \ enfant * d lucf , l which should not 
be given to ( lnldren. 

1‘aul tieraidy is a well-known German poet as 
wi ll as a Fri m h one He belongs to the school 
of Stefan Geo.ge. 

In Georges Marlow’s poetry the prevailing note 
is refinement lie has written htlJc, but what lie 
has wutten is of the fust water. Some of the verse 
nr his collet lion f'Aine ■ . ?'.\ if is like Brussels 
lai e 

Alim*, au hi U* IV. in treni' uitts r 
On les ton*. ilt>s n'lk'lc es 
l*.u lent if in. i* Mllr wm r, 

Poll 1 1 1 iioi luigncr U"> iii.niis iloleutOb f 

1 M ci cuie ay l r i nice (l'JOS). 
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Pnncesse trop fiolc nurgie 
D'ttn recucil de immature -i, 

Giacile fee aux levres pares 
Du vain prestige des magies, 

Ta peine etiange quelle rst rile 
Pom qu'en cette unde pmide 
Mirant ta «andenr infantile 
Tu songei aux flours lnirnoi teller 

Du janlin vague oil les epln lies 
Nunhes d'tqmvoqms luein*-, 

Sux l’autel d’or de la I.uiguenr 
Iinmolent l'ange de leuis ie\t*s 

Fernand Severin, who is Icftmci in Firnch 
literature at the Univoisity of (ihent, is .1 poet 
of great charm. Ills diction is apparently that of 
Racine, but in substance he 's essentially modem 
“Virginal” is the epithet the French cutics apply 
to him, and it describes his r haste, trunspaicnt 
poetry veiy well. “Tout y cst en nuances, mys- 
tericusemcnt fuyantes et fondues ” (Victm Kmon) 
He dreams : 

“les mains plriues do insrs 
Et le crpiir eidac/ dt, longs uiiumiix do ])a.” 

• 

He is full of languor : 

“Car nies roves sont las romme deMnm*. oiseauv 
Kn qm verse l'eunui de l’a/ur 1 1 des eas v 
Le suprSme deair de dorum sur les gi« v„ 0 .” 
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Isi-Collin’s La ValL'e hcitrcusc is full of fine 
thing's. In such a poem as J a Mart d'Ophehe 
the influence of prc-R.iph.iclite paintings may 
be discerned Tlicic is Woidsworihianism in Ins 
veisc ("especially l.c J\itie\ as theie is in Severing, 
ncit i voluntaiy nbsoiplmn into the outer world, 
but a passiti , icflcction of it in the inner bcin:«; ; no 
duet t mess.i-, , but a statement of a state 

"I he only poetess in our collection is Jean 
Donunifjue Resides / Atnuwnc //cr Mit ? she 
has published la Gaulc Blanche and JJAi/e 
Moinllic (Meumc cle Fiance. 1003 and 1909). 
Her veise is exquisitely feminine, shimnicnng like 
s!iot silk, intimately peisoii.il, and perfect in foins 
“She not* ^ the veiv shadow that loses cast on hci 
soul She Ini'* wi.ricn poems winch aie worthy of 
Sappho, as that win* h begins 

<l 1 ) n.s l.i ( liaU-'ii nuirth li tiDIissi ospliiim'S 
I'l.rnnu 1111 i^rainl <*]u*mi'r .ui\ aili's iloconni'tw's , 

M ii" e«* sou , l ou Kill d\.i * nti.ivi (kins les iiiiiinc^ 

Jik.lt 1 ui'ine la tene Iminkk 1 rl «k uiuiiisp, 

1 >oi until "‘Ji h; (nan des . 1 ; mus aiii-j u eus** 


C.cor^cs Rcncy’s Peij.is»r 1 was a dell* ate steed 
with 11 idesccnt blue wings when he took it out 
into the shadows, and the moonlights, and the ' 
dawns, ant recorded its flights on excellent paper. 
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Since then it seems to have died of inanition, but 
he himself has produced a lobust bod) of no\eb 
and cutiusm. 

As to S\h.i«n Honniaiiage, he is a piodig\ Ho 
is twenLy-foui yea is of age, anti lie ha-, wiiiten 
twelve books Kveiy one of lrs piays has sc^n the 
footlights u Precoce a cpouvantc 1 le diablc <\ 
c mdidc a ia\ir les taints, '* is Albeit tiiiata 1, 
dcsci ipti * mi of hull 

Uur i ollection does not t \1 .met the ;>o<ti \ nf 
1 »eli> imn 1’tihaps no poem we have ^eluted ! a- 
su good a chanc e of nnmoitality as a suatc h of 
song - bv l- 'on Montenaeken 

]j ’ \ n* osl v.uin-* 
l 11 ])i a d i , 

I hi 1 11 :i dr 1 , 1111 
Kt, t » 1 1 1 s - honjiMii * 

ha i u* 1 A I >ii w 
l hi in'ii 1! 1'si'inr, 

bn 11 <k 1 * vo 

Ml luii'i lion ton 1 

J. Jil HIM L 

Ah A r^i 1 


^ai r . 




Gontemporary Belgian Poetry. 


SYLVAIN BONMARIAGE. 

1887— • 

AUTUMN EVENING IN THE ORCHARD. 

In the monotonous orch.iifl alloy glints 
The languid sun that yet is loth to have 
This unripe, fascinating autumn eve, 

And draws a pastel with hunt, feminine tint*. 


Spite of the great gold fruits around us strewn, 
Of the last frrshly-opc in d loses, which 
But now we g.itlieied. spite ot all the rich 
Odour filling Inc dusk hoin hay new -mown. 


Of all the ripe, warm, naked f t ml thou .it 
I covet nothing but the savour, while 
Thou liest in the grass there with a mu do, 
Tormenting with thy curious e>es my heart 



Thomas Braun. 

YOU WHOM I LOVE IN SILENCE. 


Vo(/ whom f love in silent l, a-- I must, 

Kun ha<l i been in olden tournament 
To shiver liiiiLc s for jour eyes* content, 

Making full many i liaron lute the dust. 

Hr rati er I had been that favoured page 

\\ ho trained voui hounds and ialconsth.it henugnt 
After j 'u down the uijlcy, o’er the height 
(jo galloj .ng in eager vassalage. 

T might hive heard my lord solicit bliss, 

And swcai to jou his vehement promises ; 

And gone to mass with you at dcw r y prime ; 

And in the cool uf evenings I, to woo 
r I lie smile ot your loved lips, had sung to you 
The secici love of lovers of old time. 


THOMAS BRAUN. 

1876 — . 

TIIE TjENEDICJTON of the nuptial ring. 

" Ut qnt , 1 " m g t \i.t u *it / rA, tatcih. initg*am ft 0 spunso tenens 
iti tuuiuii citf itatc z'r it " 

At mimiiv God, bless now the ring of gold 
Which bride and bridcgioom shall together hold ! 
They whom hedi water gave to You are now 
United in You by the nianuge vow. 
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The ring is of a heavy, beaten ore, 

And yet it shall not m \ke the linger sore. 
But easefully be carried day and night, 
Because its secret spirit makes it light. 

Its perfect circle sinks into the skin. 

Nor hurts it, and the phalanx growing thin 
Under its pressure moulds itself ere long. 
Vet keeps its agile grace and Mill is strong. 
So love, which in tins symbol lies, with no 
Beginning more nor ending heic below, 
Shall, if You bless it, Lord, like gold resist, 
And never show decay, nor daw, nor twist. 
And be so light, though solid, that the soul, 
A composite yet indivisible whole, 

Shall keep its tender impress to the last, 
And never know the bonds that bind Jt faM. 


THE BENEDICTION Ob WINE. 

*' Ut vinuj. coy fu'ani*"> " 

Lord, You who heard the prayci of Your divine 
Mother, and gave \ mir gin Ms that ( ana wnn, 
Deign now to bless as well the vintage mw, 
Which cheers the he.m of those who pray to you. 
The brce7£ blew' warm upon the flowering shoot, 
And the sky coloured all the round, green fruit, 
Which, guarded from onlium and lice, 

Thrushes, phylloxera, and from dot mice, 

Ripened as You, O Lord, would have it be. 

The tendril curled around the sapling tree. 
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And soon the shoots bent under sun-bluc sheaves 
With which September loads the crackling leaves. 
Over the w.neprcss sides the juice has run, 

And, heavily fermenting, cracked the tun. 

O Lord, we dedicate to You this wine, 

Wherein is pent the spirit of the Rhine; 

We vow to You the vintages of Fiance, 

Of the Moselle, I Hack Forest, of Byrance , 

Cypru Marsala, Malaga, and Tent, 

Malm-r, , and Slum/ of tho Orient ; 

That of the Mold Isles scented by the sea, 

Sherry, Tokay, Thetalassomcnc : 

Nectar ofbishops and of kings, champagne ; 

The blue wine Irom the hill sides of Suresnes ; 

The sour, while wine of Iluy ; Chateau Mf\rgaux, 
Shipped to Your abbots world-wide from Bordeaux ; 
Oporto’s wine that drives the fever out, 

And gave to English statesmen rest and gout; 
Lacryma Christi, Ch.ileauneuf of Popes, 

Grown, O good Lord, upon Avignon’s slopes ; 
Whether in s! ins or bottles; those you quaff 
With ceremom il face or bps that laugh ; 

Keep them stnl clear when cobwebs round them 
grow , 

To make all \v**rld-sick hearts leap up and glow, 

To lighten minds that carking cares oppress, 

And yet not dimmu < r them \v*th drunkenness; 

Put into them the wgiur which '.usta.ns 
Musdes giown flabby , and along tV veins 
r.et them regenerate impoverished blood; 

And bless the privilep d pure wine and good, 

Whose common, fragile colour* still unspiced, 
Siuldei.’y ceasing to be wine, O Christ, 

Soon as the blest, transmuting word is said, , 
Perpetuates Your blood for sinners shed. 
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THE BENEDICTION OK THE CHEESES. 


"Digitate saneti/iraic ham ci,ahnaw casti tjvam r i aJt/'i 
animahuvi producerc di^ natus e* ” 

WHEN from the void, good Lord, this earth You 
raised, 

•Y ou made vast pasture-lands where cattle grayed, 
Where shepherds led their docks, and shore their 
fleeces, . • 

And scraped iheir hides and cut I hem into pieces, 
When they had eaten all their nohler flesh, 

Which with earth’s virgin odour still was fresh. 

O’er IIerve’5 plateaux our caltlc pass, and lnow sc 
The ripe grass which the mi^l of summer hows, 

And over which the scents of forests stream. 

They give us butter, curds, and nolle, ami cn.im. 

God of the fields. Your cheeses bless to-day, 

For which Your thanldul prnpk Lncil and pray 
Let them be fat or light, with onions blent, 

Shallots, brine, pippir, honey ; whither ‘cent 
Of sheep or helds, is in them, in the \aid 
Let them, good Lord, at dawn be beaten hard ; 

And let their edges take on silvery shades 
Under the most red hards of duirjn.auk ; 

And, round and greenish, let them go to town 
Weighing the shepherd’s folding mantle down , 
Whether from Parma or from lura heights, 

Kneaded by august bauds of Cairn elites, 

Stamped vnth the mitre of a proud abbess, 

Flowered with the fragrance of the grass of Bressc, 
From Brie, hills of the Vosges, or Holland’s plain, 
From Roquefort, Gorgon/ola, or from Sp. m ! 

Bless them, good Lord ' Bless Stilton’s royal fare. 
Red Cheshire, and the tearful, cream Gruyere ! 



0 Isi-COLLIN. 

Illess K.inlcicaas, anti bliss the Maycnce round, 
Where aniseed and other grains are found ; 

IJless Edam, Eottikees, and Gouda then, 

And those that we salute with “ Sit,” like men 


ISI-COLLIN. 

1878-- • 


TO THE MUSE. 

Skit 1 UL the rune of symbols to unravel, 

And mute avowals hearkened unawares, 

Ik (ore the light from lips of flowers fares 
With chosen petals I have shown the gravel. 

She T awaited ra.no not to the lawn, 

And, solitary, l have chased all night 
The lilac’s and the lily’s breath in flight, 

And drunk it deeply in the brimful dawn. 

Upon the sind these flower 4 that I have strown 
My fn )t has crushed them down with cruel force, 
And I am kneeling no or the mirroring •'Oijrce, 
Where 1 have sought her mouth and kn d mine own. 

Hut now T know, and sing with fire renewed 
Thy nit 1 < v, and thy beauty, and liiy youth 
Eternal, and I luxe line without uith, 

Wh mi Sappho the dixme and Virgil wooed. 
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I have all odours to perfume thee hen*. 

And dyes for mouth and eyes, and 1 will make 
Thy looks more luminous mid deep, and cleir 
Than the stainless a/ure bathmg in this Like 


Come with thy too red lips and painted c>es 1 
• My senses wait for diet in tho»r» In it'lit bowers. 
Where they me Ihnveung wi.h (hi *-nul of flowri 
O mother of fables and lyric be , 

O courtesan 1 Come win ri tin » willow* w i\ tj 
Lie by the water, I would have thu* bare, 

With nothing luwnd tlnm* ample shoulder-. su« 

All the "iinS gold vibratim* in thy liair. 


A DRKAM 

Drvam of the lar hours win n 
We were exiled beyond the pdc 
Of our happiness ; diaw agun 
Over our love that .miuuu veil 


Oficr your lips to the evening brer/t* 

That iings among the branches and passes, 

Lay back your head on my knees, 

Where the river the w illow glasses. 

Rest in my hands your hi ad 

Tired with the weight of the autumn in its tresses red, 
And dream 1 
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(A fabulous sunset Hoods 
In the cahn water wherein, 

Anions; the icciK 

Our double shadow glows thin, 

Bathed in the sun'et’s red, 

And the radiant gold of your head.) 

Dream of your \irgin.\l spirit’s plight, 

When I >oened your roh^ in our wedding night. 

(The noise of a \\ing t that lags 
Dies in t he waterllags 

And the shadows which descend 
With the afterglow. 

Mysterious and slow, 

Stay on the* hank and o’er the waters bend 
Tln»ir faces of silence.) 

Dream of our love, of our |oy , 

And in the shadow' sing them low; 

At the rim of >our naked lips 
My \oicc shall ambush your voice. 

(The moonbeams slow and white 
Linger on the forest tops, 

Tall and glide on the river they hght, 

And now a veil of tndiance drops 
On oui protecting uillow. . . .) 


Dream, this is the hour < fsnow. 
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JEAN DOMINIQUE 

1S73- 

THOU WHOM THE SUMMER CROSSES, AS 
A I' AWN. 

• 

Thou whom the sutnmei crosses, as a fawn, 

Red m the sun, through*forest alleys springs, 

My soul with the deep shadows round ihee drawn, 
Hast thou not seen the sad, blonde swarm of lues 
Pass hanging on the eddies of the broe/e, 

Bearing on millions of exiguous wings 
A little motionless and gilded diet 11 ? . . . 

Hast thou not felt the orphan grace that stall*, 

To life with life in any beast, and glows, 

Tormented wiih ench mlmcnt, in the hcaits 
Of delicate lawns anil simple • j’cs of dues? . . 

My sylvan soul, so full of ncsK and warm. 
Remembering thy flown birds wilb pangs bow Keen, 
Shalt thou not ever, in parched summer’s breath. 
Hang like a humming heait and keep the swarm 
Of gilded bees bearing their golden queen 
Upon thine orphan hemt moi" sad than death? . . . 

And slialt tliou ever of ecstatic nights. 

And of tht#royal Summer crossing earth, 

Know but the printed foot in amorous flip!’ Is 
Of the red fawn, and shadow-dappled 11111' h? . 

Sbul whom the Winter too shall cross ere long. 

And, after, Passion’s Spring as bindweeds strong, 
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More sad than death slinlt thou not ever seize 
This little orphan, golden quern, in state 
Rome round the world upon the eddying breeze 
Ry many a thousand longings that vibrate? . . . 


Till: LEGEND OF SAINT URSULA. 

Painted by Carp curio. 

Tin* slender Ursula has decked her hair, 

And her pale visage, and her trailing gown 
With odoious collars and with shining pearls ; 

Her tapering hand the precious burden holds 
Of a sheaf ot delicately broken (olds ; ^ 

Her f i agile temple bears the >cal of God. 

Tnerc comes to meet her, o’er the port's green wave, 
A gallant pagan jmneo clad with gold hair, 

And grace and love, and loveliness suave. 

The maiden and the youth have mouths so grave, 

That in the sleeping air on the lagoon 

Already seem the harps of death to swoon. . . . 

Ursula, virgin, humble as blonde thatch, 

Is earnest, and in costly laiment :liaight, 

And like a kingdom takelb her the prince . . . 
liut she air cad) knows lovt. there is none * 

Rut she already knows anolher youth, 

The fairesL archer ol a lordly race, 

Awaits her at another ocean's rim 

To free her sovran soul to fly to God. . . . 
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And yet she comctli, with lier exquisite neck 
Beaten by tresses garlanded with pearls. 

And the golden youth who loves her with sad clu-r-r 
Hearkens approaching nigh his trembling lit/iik 
Following her silent step, a host of wing'-. 1 . 


THE SOUJ/S PROMISE. 

If you can see my «.«ul within my e\os, 

I will be softer Ilian a bed of down 
For your fatigue to sigh in and to swoon ; 

I will be kinder to you and more sweet 
Than after vain adieux returning soon. 

And tenderer than a sky 1a dimmed with doves 1 

Ah ! if you feel my heart iKo in my eyes, 

Like the sick perfume r»t the autumn rose, 

If you will enter on my spirit's waste, 

Upon whose stones no foot but youis dull sound 
If you will love my visions and my vows, 

I will be more your km than all your own 1 

Upon my soul’s wild thyme and moss, and on 
Its bare stones where the *un is wont to dance, 
And in its wind with lire and solace laden, 

In the whole desert of my crimson hue, 

I will immerse you in my honeycombs. 

Ah ! can you gaze into my blinding souk 
And know my heart has leapt into my « ves, 

As the sling sends after the singing bird 
A stone at the mysterious welkin thrown J 
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Jean Dominique. 

If you will scan the desert of mine eyes, 

O you will see what sullering immense, 

And what vast joy and silence how divine, 
When, from my soul's height I shall bear you at, 
We shall feel rise in us the wondrous wave 
Of scents of roses and the falling night ! . . . 


A SEC£ ET. 

I u put my two hands on my mouth, to hush 
The words that, when I see you, to it rush. 

I will put my two hands on mine eyes, lest you 
Should in them find what I were fain you knew. 

I will put them on my bosom, to conceal 

That which might seem the desperate heart’s appeal. 

And I will put them gently into yours. 

My two hands sick with grid that long endures. . . . 

And they shall come full of their tenderness. 

Most silently, and even with no caress, 

With the whole burden of a seuet 1 ‘token, 

Of which my mouth, eye'., heart had gladly spoken. 

Tired ofbting empty they !■» you shall come, 

Heavy with sadness, sad with being dumb; 

So desolate, discouraged, pale and frail, 

That you may bend, perhaps, and see they ail 1, . 



Max Elskamp. 


13 


MAX ELSKAMP, 

1862 — . 

OF EVENIN( 1. 

AlX at the hc.uL of a far domain. 

With those to wfrom oir hearts do strain, 
My Truclnve weeps fen me, distraught 
By my. death the week his wrought. 

My heart's Beloved grieveth sore. 

And plunges her two hands like flowers 
Into her eyes whose sorrow showers. 

My heart’s Beloved grieveth sore 


All at the heart of a fir domain. 

Unto her feet her skates she tie*,, 
Feeling that in hei hcn.it is ice. 

Far unto me her toed feet strain : 

My Truelo\c hangs to the ('ha pel paiu, 
That gazes over all the plain. 

With rings, and salt, and dry bread, my 
Wretched soul that will not die. 

All at the heart of a hr domain, 

My Tiuelove never will weep again 
The festivals the seasons bring. 

With family rings on fingers twain : 

My Love has seen me promising. 

Like a saint, to spirits pure 
A Sunday that shall aye endme. 

And all at the heait of .1 far domain. 



Max Elskamp. 


HUI.L OI- CRACK. 

And Jesus all it ".y. 

And the earth all blue, 

Mary of grace, in your round hands upcurled, 
As nvgJit two traits he. Jesus and the world,. 
And ,< ■'Us all rosy. 

And Lli earth all blue. 


And Jesus, aurl Mary, 

Ami Joseph the spouse, 

For all my hie I place my trust in you, 
As they in ISnUany and childhood do, 
And Joseph the '.poiiio. 

And Jesus and Mar) . 


Then Egvpt i<-o t 
The flight and flerod, 

My old soul and my /eet that tremble, seeing 
Towards the distant places ambling, fleeing, 
And the ass and Herod, 

And Egypt too. 


Now, Jesus all golden, 
lake ''la tues of Christ, 

O Mary, m your hands Jiat hold the swotd. 
Over iny town whereon your tears are poured, 
Jesus more golden 
In yoiu arms and Chi 1st. 
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FULL OF GRACE. 

Now more and more, fain were my lips 
Your inexhaustible Grace to say, 

O Mary, at the sailing-day 
Of bowsprits and of all my ships 


Unto the islands of^lie sea, 

Where went my merchandize of old, 
By winds on other oceans rolled 
From isle to island of the sea. 


But I have donned the broken shoes 
Of those who dwell on land, and sprent 
My tongue with ash of discontent 
Because my memory seeing to lose 

The sounding Psalm that sang You Hail, 
Who decked my prows m gold attne, 
When in Your hands the sheets were fire, 
The sun a spreading peacock’s, tail. 


Now be it so, since m me slay* 

Salvation that the sails possess 
Under the wind the stars cares* 

Of far beyond and other days, 

And let it be Your self-same Grace 
In this to-day of broken slioon, 

The same sky, and the same round moon 
As when I sailed, O Rich in Grace. 



M\\ I2i.sh.AMr 
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COM1 OUTER or T 1 IE AH-LICTED. 

I\fi I Ai u soul'* 'lit known to me, 

In hous< s, oi poor bodies pent. 

And sick to (j ( Lth with discontent* 

Ineffable souls up 1 nnwn to nu , 

Knovn to me \rc ]>oor Christmas eyes, 

S ling out their little lights 
A 1 t »iyeis go ghmmri ing through the nights, 
Know to n <. an poor Christmas t>es 

Weeping w lilt cnet.ng the sky 

Into their hands with inistry meek ; 

\nd feit thit stumhU as they stek 
I \ pilgrim igi the radiant sky. 

\n»I then poor hungers to » I know. 

Poor hungers ol p )or U t th upon 
Lmves hiked m bundled years agone ; 

\nd then j o >i thiisls I also know; 

\n I wnint n weet r nr 1 J iblv, 

Wli > m po< r, piteous bodies dwell, 

An 1 very hmdsoine me* a* well, 
but wh j ire sick is women he. 


COM! OKI I K Ol THL M FLICT£D. 

V 4 

\ \\ mtei give nc his hand to hold, 

1 liolu hi* h Hid, 1 i hand is eold; 

\ 1 1 1 in my lu id, afir oft, byuc 
Old sumineis in thin "itk clog-days; 
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And in slow whiteness there ari&c 
Pale shimmering tents deep in my eyes 

And Sicilies are in them, rows 
.. Of islauds, archipelagos. 

, It is a voyage round about, 

Too swift to drive my fever out, 

• 

To all the countries where you die, 
Sailing the seas as years go by. 

And all the while the tempest beau 
Upon the ships of my white sheets. 

That surge with starlight on them shed, 
And all their swelling sails outspread. 

I taste upon my lips the salt 
Of ocean, like the hitter malt 

-Drunk in the land’s last orgy, when 
From, the taverns reel the men ; 

And, now I see that land I know 
It is a land of endless snow , 

Make^thou the snow less hard to bear, 

O Mary of good covcimgs, there. 

And less like hares iny fingers run 
O'er my white sheets that fever spun 
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COM I’ORTEH OP TIIE AFFLICTED. 

I PRAY too much for ills of mine, 

O Mary, oilicrs suffer keen, 

Witness the little trees of green 
Lin! where ^ our altar candles shine ; ^ 

> r all the joys of keimesse days, 

\nd all the ioads*lhal thither wend „ 
Arc full of cupplc* without end, 

Py night arc all the kermesse ways. 

And then the season grows too chill 
For these consumptive steeds of wood. 
Although t he drunken organ should, \\* 
Alone, keep its illusions still. 

Poorer than I have more endured; 
Despairing of their hands and feet, 

Poor folks that cough and nothing eat, 
People loo aged to be cured, ■ 

Willi ulcers wherein winter smarts, 

O Virgin, meekly, turn by turn, 

They come to You and candles burn, 

All in a nook of silvered hearts. * 


COMFORTER Of* THIS AFFLICTED. 

r * , 

Now is t lie legend revealed, 

And my cities also are healed, - - • 



Max Elskamp. iq 

?• 

Consoled till they love each othci, 
lake a child lhat has wept, by its mother, 

In the things mysterious all 
altars processional, 

And now all my country is dighl 
With dahlias and lilies white, 

* 

Your candles to glorify 
Mary, ere May passes by. 

Lo ! endless the pleasure is, 

May returned, and maladies 

Borne to horizons blue. 

On vessels simple and true, 

Far away, on the sea so far 
Hardly seen, or like dots they arc 

Now, under trees, the lime glides 
In the street where my life abides ; 

Mary of meek workers, steep 

In the May- wood my head in the sleep 

Andtthe rest that my good tools hn\ e earned; 
Sound mind in a sound body urned, 


In a Mary-month more splendid. 
Because all my task is ended. 
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TO THE EVES. 

Non, sky of azure 
On houses rosy, 

Like a child of Handers preach 
The simple religion I (each, 
Lik-* a sky of azure 
On house* ru^ ; 


Ln t lo the vexed 

I bring these roses, , t 

When tlicir memory to the islands reaches^ 1 
1 he voices that my gospel preaches, J V f 
Like the gladsome text 
A child’s talk glozes. 


ou people happy 
With very lutle : 

You worm n and men of my city, 
And ol all my moments of pity, 
He happy 
With very little ; 


For letters blue 
On pages r- •->>', * . 

This is all the book that I lead you. 
Unto youi plcasaunce to lead yon, 

In a country blue 
Houses ro^y. 
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TO THIS MOUTII. 

For, you my brothers and sisters, 

„ With me m my baik you shall go, 

And my cousins, the fishers, shall show 
Where the fin of the shoaled fishes glisters, 

"Whose tides the bow-nets heap, 

Till the basket^ cry out, Hays ami days, 
Darkening the blue ocean’s face, 

,Asin a path crowded sheep. 

You shall see my nets all swell, 

*i'And St. I*e1er helping the fishes 
Which for the Fridays he wishes, 

Sole, flounder, mackerel. 

And St. John the Evangelist 

Lending a hand with the sheets. 

At the low ebb of autumn heats, 

When haddocks come, *ays the mist. 

And our women with tucked-up sleeves. 
Like banquets on your tables ; 

And miracles, and fables 
Tp tetfin the holy eves. 


FOR THE EAR. 

. • 

THEN nearer and nearer ycL 
To' the sea in a golden fret. 

On the dikes where the houses end, 
The trees to the sea-breeze that bencl ; 
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With their baptismal names anchored here, 
In the rivers to which they -ire dear, 

The vessels iny harbour loves best, 
Clustered, a choir, at their rest. 

\ow in thur festivity, 

» -.ilule juu, , 

Who seem in >our while sails to bear 
Cherubs that lbl through the air ; 

\nd with joy <hat I scarcely can speak 
I see yuu again, Augf!hjitt\ 

You with no shrouds on )our mast, 

Safe returned from Iceland at last. 


Hut now, like Cith; .v//{ , smg 
^ our new sails smooth as a wing, 

And weep no nioie, A huh h'uic t 

For your nets you have lost on the main, 

Sinue all are pardoned iv<*n 
The wind, ha 1 isses given. 

So that in kisses md glee 
1 liese visiting h Hows may be 

Content with the homage they pay. 

High the sea to sing the May. 
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TO-DAY IS THE DAY OF REST, TJIK 
SA15RATII. 

To-day is the day of rest, the Sabbath, 

A morning of sunshine, and i,t bees. 

And of birds in the garden mcls, 

To-day is the day of rc-,t, the .Sabbath ; 

The children are iiflhen white drosses. 

Towns are gkammg ilnmigh the a/ure hoe, 
This is Flanders with poplar-shaded w\)s, 
And the sea tlie fellow dunes caresses. 

To-day is the day of all the angels • 

Michael with ln^ swillnw. iwiiti nng, 
Gabriel with In, wing, all glittering, 

To-day is the day ot all 'he angels ; 

Then, people lime with happy i ices, 

All the people of my (oimtry, wlm 
Departed one by one, two hv hvo, 

To look at life in blue distant placid ; 

To-day is the day ot test, the Sabbath 
The miller is sleeping in tin mill -- 
To-day is the dav of rest, ihe S.ibbath, 

And my song shall now be still. 


MARY, SUED YOUR HAIR. 

Maiiy, shed Your hair, for lo 1 
Here the a/ure cherubs blow, 
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Ami Je-ais wake** upon Your breast 
Uhere 1 J i -» rosy lingers rest ; 

And golden angi N lay Ihoir chins 
Upon tin ir buallung violins. 

Now morning in the meacK is green. 
And, Mary, look u Life s demesne : 

T low infinitely it locms, 

i min ihe JoirsLs and the .sti earns 

'I o roofs that cluster like an isle ; 

Ami, Mary, see Your cities smile 

I lappy as any < Inld at play, 

While Iren spues and steeples they 

Proclaim the simple Gospel peace 
Willi llieir showering melodies 

From ih< cold dawn to the sunset sky. 
Green ii, Mary ol Houses, by 

The niLii of Handers loving still 
The brown, centennial earth they till. 

Ariel sing iw'W, all merry men 
W ho [tluug 1 ' he glolv , sing once again 

You i )• lander . vveet to larks tliat sing 
\\ i tli t ;I id son * voices concerting. 

And snl afar, ye ships that glass 
^ our I! in billows green as grass. 
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For Jesus holds 1 1 hands above, 
Maiy, tins festival nf luvi 

Made by the sky f<»i '.imviur's birl 
With silk iiiul velvet cmuing tail 


AND MARV Rl’ADS A CoM’l.L-P \c ,F 

And Mary re.uk 1 i»o-| - 1 \ agi , 

With folded hand ip 1 ik m]. lit hour-.. 

And Mary lead. a Cios| !-p ■ i , 

Where the meadww skips vi«h dowei', 

And all the lirmu^ tli.d d *r the gio*md 
In the far emu ild <il the griss, 

Tell her how -wet I i ’ife tlu.y pas. 

With simple vv.mls ol duio ! ,ouml 

And now the mgels 1:1 tl *■ tloml, 

Anti the bins ton m ( h mis * ihe, 

While the beasts gi.oi, with forehotds bowed, 
The plants of so no 1 blu-si muiii; ; 

And Mary reads a (i«»-,pd pi go, 

The pealing b Min -Ik nvei'nais, 

Forgets the turn , and ill lilt \eir-., 

For Mary reads a do pel pn ,r t , 

» 

And masons building utu s *n> 

Homeward 111 the evening Ip ur^ t 
And, cocks of gold on helfiy lowt n, 

Clouds and biee/es pass and blow 
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an' i) wiiltmlk i\ < . ua\ on in black 

CO IT 

V\n w he! !■' r jn $*iav or in Mack cope,- - 
.*"> paler of ! i i m‘, wind hope, — 

v .nolsi, ) i* roofs, and * dries swell 
' ’tli liu Us In nmullv delectable ; 

- \ • f 1 a\ I ] 1 1 < tin K i ! t lien Mimla* upcurls, 

K i iiiil kiss. >nu ])ujs .mil mils 1 

NioJil, 1 1 10 wiiintn, Min ii* they Ml, 

( m no 1< 'll ;cr ir f i • kuif , 

Now, lila* I. Ihi‘U’1 . linking, 

Wmk I* done 5nd sKop in blinking, 

A-' lain’ 'ns puna ipmK drips. 

All u ’ik'l I'jii, ill praying lips, 

\iul sir iv' (n b- iM-., tn m mkmd beds 
Of snl an f«ii lh"jr wemy Ik ids. 

(iiuxl-l I’d’.l 1 Mill I’K'Il ' l'l WOnUM crop's 

Ariin on \uiu bs, or 1^ o's tli il Logs. 

Ai-'l in yrmr dinar' - of white or 
Scrviuii- in .ir tin Ouldren >011 ; 

A 1 pi .ir k now all your bl«\ you Liccs, 

Mdls, an 1 rooli, .uui luiKiks, .nid leas, 
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Ami rest you luih r 1 . all , lit tween 
1 ho woollen soft, I he Inn it clem, 

And Christs forgotten m t lie cold, 
And Al.igd.ilencs within 'lie fold. 

And Heaven f.11 .is see :lic < ye, 
At the four corners of i’ml 1 y 


Andre fontainas 

1865 - ♦ 
llLk \orcr 

0 void*: vibratm*; hut IN i«»ng of birds, 

O trail, soiiDiojs vi *K t v hen in upwill. 

Laughter mme Might tln.i 1 1 n* T ol wedding hells, 

1 listen to her voice tn.no than In 1 wud- 

Soul of old rcljf Cs, sj.iiM * if h u n fund . 

Within Iier voiro \ our snii inihctnm 1 wills. 
Misses of love som. iim n nl \ iol It li , 
K.isS*5natched l> 1 1 j 1 ^ 1 1 ■ ! -will hp-* lam low mk 

Her voice is sweet m -s t> r < !. 1 ,v du 1111 > lie ^ t m 
Of iris ^cinnamon, and linoim 1 Mi 01, 

A music drunk, a luldt d mount. un s ( aim : 

Jt is within nn* made of living sun. 

Of luminous pride and ihylhms verm. 1 >n ; 

It is the purest, the mod d.u/ling psdhn. 
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COrilKTUA. 

Wiih tight arm on llu open casement rim, 

The ncgio King Co| .helua, with sad mien, 

And eyes th n do not s^l, Iouks.it f he green 
Autumnal ocean i dhn ; uiidei him 

Ills le^s drcun 'jots wandoung without goal; 
lit not one who woufo he passion’s slave; 
t* no rcnmi e, noi memory from Us grave • 
May h an nl ihe Jeisiue of ht^ empty squI. 

lie does not hear the melancholy chaunt 
Of mrls who beg before him, hollow, gaunt 
Willi f'iUnig, coughing in the mellow %un f 

And unaware", he knows not how it came, 
lie fills uuhiu Ins hatch in d heait .1 flame. 

And bin in his i ) e> at tin i yes of the youngest one. 


1)1 SIRl’S. 

Wu.\r does she dieam, lost m her hair’s czffiade. 

Th* lonely child with lh>wmm r hands as wan 
As g inlands j.ah > Of llu* plan „ of days-agono 
With i .oli ol v.aui b 1 e whcic l >h rt '!« iyed 

't 

On paths of chance her '* mils with iloweis arrayed, 
And where .Uihs welc*o.ued hei ? -And never shone 
As now In i c>es lie i jewels braided on 
Hu gowns ot gold and pin pie and brocade. 
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"But she sees nothing romul her [n the room 
Amber ami arnniaiics melt the gloom, 

The dusk’s hot odoui through the window stream** ; 

As heavy as an opal's changing hres. 

Sigh in the evening 111M ami die dc-mc-.. 

While naked at her idass t lit maiden rircnns 


ADYV'XTrUK 

Undrr the di.uk m ->t ru-'iing peaiU 
And sapphires in tin ir gm .n <►! gold. 

In yellow hair that imduhi'inoly unftiils 
Over her shouldeis -.low md cold, 

And purple cloak e'cuhin 1 with brocade, 

The Princess ol tV M.n oi 1 (i.nne 1 * ami joy' 

And in the jubilant 11m t. 

Rivers of lightning limn' 1 nrnlh I, 

An<f the rich purple ton is sheds n > delight. 
And twistt. it-. 1 u jthi'i; ti- -scs m tin- in ;ht 

The Erincev, of tin .\l mm J * •y*- 
lafts Jh a dawn of ..nielliy-t •. 

Her te nder visage th U inmo * Lilly .u h< 

Than gloamings on tin 1 m u I iei * »f I iki 
With lingering smile* upon la 1 lip in I1-.I , 
And casts a call into tin evening hums 
• 

In spite of omens trjgu d, 

AH they who wan upon In » ( mne* 

To lawns where* sislrmn, lik, nnl din i 
To revelry and dancing call 
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0 Kin*' ' like inouuum; is • >»n merry- miking ' 

Out ot mil .irms Ih.'U 1: t -.1 111) >clf exiled, 

And l>y tun k'^( -> art n > more hejjui’ed ! 

Our hearts Im ttui .lir.uhiiujl 

r l bmi lias l Ik'd, lli u hist il“d. 

And in lli*. nnd'i I i in my h* nd, 

i\*» 1 r.ill fin tin i*\\ nil oh-, md h-v-om mie ! 

I'.fl st II mil lestiv.il . -li.dl be iors.ukui, 

Thi ni'iUri i j ; * (rum mu In. ails shall nut bo taken, 

My linen eiomnm o 

Shall u’u v !»/)l«h n m h 1 1 trcsspi i*hdc ; 

My lie ivy .ini- Ji ill mvcrmoiu thy neck enlace 

In |ii> IIHI.UC .'llllu H l. 

Rub wi'li Mu jewel of the hi .nelds nf my pride r 

1 nranduli and rnurdday, 

And I lie mad sonijs ol pride, 

in sudden w.o is over llu tlneshuM i;lide, 

\nd l!iruu»;li the ohauibus sway 

Hioii nva sli ill iiimii fimn unknown lands, 

0 Imp-* ' idle s. - pile i-> lalhn fruiu ihy hands, 

'1 he ! i .iii'ii Mui lulled tin l m iti l.ip 

1 ir hdi li (loin lli y pn-u I, ynuim yea is their sap, 

Now .ul iJmu i iliuslioUU iar forlorn 

Ol my U mi ami .ldvuituic » lining thee 

Win le ni'iiwu i . ciouc li henealh the twilled tree ; 

('hum i i uni llie pilih summin 

Shull K ■ h llu n lire wl. re thou ihy way wouhlsl yropc 
And Mmu shall nc\ emmie liave my i.ir- 
l\» '.n.iMii i hoc min li ippv 'icedlessjiess 
Of hie, .mil pu ds ' ! m inn "I hope. 

() mme h. k, ere it he loo Lite 1 
At etcuing come unto tin; Joys that w ul, 
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(Tonic to the dancing and to 1 1 ■ y 1 ‘um t ^ , 

Who cradled t lice with kis'o and w.di uiuhrms-, 

And sweet refrains of songs 

Come to thy crown and sa plrc, anti ili>. throng-. 

Of them that lose line, and llu nn i.my 
Of thine ancestors shall hung luck i<> thie 
Forgetfulness of mad ad\i mmc . 1 1 th. Li'-s 
Of her \vh > thy Trim css and hist* 1 i- 


j 1 \: uv 

I low vain *u e son 1 ■» ' I’vi iluy m A-M'hdu h-jin'i 
To your ecstatic ejes of mine 1I1. I sw»m ** 

The noblest song ol man no bc-'»m -Ln 
Weak are sonorous vvm.l . !»*ii < I'.uncr >1 
Are ye, glances ot amber .«n<i nl f.u , 

Lips you, and clinging his-t.- ' "\v 1 « » 1 > 1 « 

That in my soul are s*ou lur.i; ’ \ < 0 1 lint dm 

Leap out of longing, I 1 .^s 1 And >oii luu 
Of virgin gold that glints bki n« urnlay '.1111*. 1 
And marble wluteiu , when ,!.!<. I ua, i 1 1 1 < 

Your wild blood, snmv and 'u ■/m ' - 

If- n I h 

Your slave for ever, al junr if et I the 
In sleepful spasms lh.it the '.crises th.\. 

And the slow languor c »f tin I .Mid |«>\ , 

Mad with jour vcKclv and w i\i n Jl 1 -li 
That holds my soul ami body m iis me h , 

1 hive you, I^ini poured i.ui 11 \ uu leu. 

Your hands are with ].i-ci\ juus j ismme aw . I 
Your beauty blooms Jm me * 1 1 my tmh c 

I feel your life blowing upon mj f.ue, 

And entering into me ’ Your blinding t\t 
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Thi ill me with laphire-, of that Kiradi c 
Whose iiihiLs Met 'I, wlui'O yellow lopi/is 
Sleep m the ■ Mih of semuahlii >, 

And when. 1 t hi lumik - ^ hon/mis hi h 

Our 1 1 * *11 <>f lusuie "uU*d lound v.iih pndc. 

I love tlu e, though ■ In ki- ,t s of lln lesth, 

< iTinnr to lnt« in 1 1 ii led vulva •d»i„.u , i, 

J ki\ e Hi ' illiiK til knneas Hut oii'.l t\ » 

Widi lw\ v •'Will and ci nelly suave 
Through i tint - from ymir n 1 * ve Orient swim 
fneftably die n't r ikulsIuI I ikes the* slim 
Swniisnfyout umt uiiilt in then wddsiincj 
And s ihl!u tin's i 'f iiem r am] on tin ir win£ 

Hear me towards Mis' hope your bright eyes beam. 

Now kl me he upon your hr- asts and dream 

>ay nothing 1 1 1 1 u-> !i i p in mu blue bower 

1 'ntLr Me lul't d pie i-im s of l he hour, 

l’y 1 lie (i nitjml tor] or lulled and kissed 

Ain uly you fit dawn M nmtliysi 

]iye> the deep I' ‘ivtns, aid the moon at rest 

l Tpon liei oil 1 1 iinl c U'lnoi.s h illi ( ars’ssed 

Wjfh ir-'enl Indn 'lie lort ,l\ idle liance, 

And 'tarred the site am will) sycs that fdcam and (>lanc 

And now llu rl.iwn is tu. mu pillow- -lutlo 
\ our eye-. -1 dm si -H's> .no ha^aid, wide!' 

' 1 \-M'A* l\ 

k\’]>i u 1 1 1 .ill ie pinusti I calm MM-C.MS,, 
lb ivy wilh d i anti t 1 mtvs ol lmu» ^old, 

In ills occult, dmv diukin;ol m > uavts, 

Amon^ 'u al{.;a in proud blooms anfoM 
Tiie sups of jjriils til silsii! -k nelvr cj.idiolcs . . . 
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The mystery wherein dies the rh)thm nf tin \va\cs 
III gleams of kisses long and < aim unrolls, 

And the red cotal whcieon writhes the alga cold 

Stretches out aims that bleed with ( ilm doweis, u-d 
beholds 

Its gleams reflected in the rod of w i\t s 


Now here you stand in gardens downed with alga i old 
In the nocturnal, disUnbMJiig ol u.a^, 

Queen whose calm, pen-uw loo! - ir< gl menus glathole- 
Raising above the »,m\ then !i dil tilled bo»vb, 
Among the alga on the Cwrnl wheit* the oc- an mlN 


A PROPITIOUS MKUl’lV, 

ProHUOUs dawn smile-. ( u !him wamhung 
And fretful m the < vil h o* t dei ps ; 
l'he heavy mgh*\ li»ni r , butt r rumoin deeps 
The sun’s clear s t n>> m ik« s lh«* hou/oii img 

The scent of sagi and ih)im is a-, a -.ling 
Unto his jaded sen a the wind tint strips 
The blue sea round tin. piomoiUmy j - 
Freshens with hope his j ite s piuud Mov^'iiiii'g 

The glory of 'joy into his soul u tin n->. 

And his heroic dieam leaps up and hums 
Kven a^tlns dawn’s far dung veiuuli- n. 

And lo! at the hon/on, \u) ralm, 

Pacing their steeds, arid holding out llK.r palm, 
The Kings he deemed dead marching m the sun 
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INI. IluUKb 

Mil In nu; hour ill li \\ «. t ps 
Anti 1 r« \ uiu.j; hnur imj v ill; sun, 

I Imti il 1 1 • li'iur i rci.pt, 
j I (mil .il'u J'oir s run 
Alum; t *ie ri\u bankt. 

.'Ins i ,ni hnur nl rlaun (Ji il \ lpour cloaks. 
\ .iii'Ii i ’ ilmr.il, -u il \\ . f li I • t seem, 
NnU'in i I ■! i< **•!,. .urn,', ihc '-tre.im. 
Sliulnw Inlluw , -,li ulciw , l ho nnsL chokes 
Tlu naler '-•!< spy . 1 *. i imut’s, 

A 1 ll^ viinki 

Ami iii i"s iK Ihtiv}, cl i.i in, 

A’n I i!ia ,r *' il . tr..in 
1 )l 'ihnUl'ki lmil , 

Wall', nl I »i.i « U 
Aim. , i 1 1 1 < 1 < I o i > h.K \ 

I’nw i' 1 1 tlu* an lit l>U\u 
Wlu n now tlKyilis.ippi.il 

Ink.. ‘'luitlcn palin'. <>1 ”nlu, 

'I hit e -.n nl n mi' i^lnlc 
T > w hi r. l In* w m r , hulc, 

Ann ill al" * l lie r.\ 1 m llic* cult 1 
f i/t i-> .»«; i! , >' ';un, 

\\ it h .■!) il*, j ■' 

( )i loll ,111*1 ll< *1 .* 

Ah.i1.umii'; h 1 ic quiii ung, • ninonn sun. 

I he hum i ri,mi; i.nhiiit with mirth, 
Hcannii » .miles i low n . 1,1 llie earth, 
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O festival of light 1 

Here is life that smile* upon iK toil. 

And with high forehead makes the night recoil 
Towards the sun in heavens hub'll 
With strength and with ik light 

Life* quickens on (ates 
Mad and fer\ t nl /( » 

To live 1 is when the lu-#Moo<* i u< , 

And swells the In c* \sl. 

And makes the words lean nut 1 i is." 1 } » In i*< ; 1 
Life is to be alone and , 

And master of one’s hue ' 

Ye floods ol pmple pom jn * < > e, 

Ripen the mom, uni mil mk , I loud along ' 

The w ise 

Have never lived ard d<> nr.* ki m uli >t joys 
Are in mad battle, tarn im at d goal noi-e, 

When courage wi'h i outage \u j - 
The wise 

Are they who when the < mi phi*, ( u eiecp* m> to nt Jil 
ICxile themselves fn>m lli“ h *u\al nj iiglp 
Weeping its teats of puuid '.old ,m '1 t rivei 
O’ei the lamp-lit book to shivei. 

To live 

Ts heller, and to ring m» k It* . I 

On the lloor of a palate won \>) ciiinstun.il steel, 

Or underneath a chargu's liooK to in nl 
The grass ofVoads down linddi n l y the 1 pti\o 
Foe who has d>ed them red. 

But the young hour ga) wj'li sun, 

The bung hour that weep-, 
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Hour after hour creeps 
Hours after horns run 
Along the river banks. 

Now cooler are noon’s beams, 

O dreams reposed with languor and with ease, 
'i'li * waters creep, 

O calm r ri ams 1 

Upon tin noss in shade and aider-trees 

The prat “I 1 fislieis sleep ; 

A long ll.iv., id sniiiib upon tlic d>ing stream. 

In the foliage never n shiver, 

The «?un darts never a beam. 

All is dumb. 

The earth around, the meadows and the river, 
And the air with sunshine numb. 

And the foiest with its leafy houses. 

Everywhere all action drowses, 

And ihe earth hesitates with indecision, 

A smoker’ > vague vision 

The only wisdom is to live 
The hours of the river, sleeping on its slopes. 
Why should we madly Jollow fugitive 
Inclement pride and crumbling hopes 
Along the precipices of the heavy night. 

That swallou^. up all ruined light ? 

No ! to live 

Is Lo follow all the river 5 :, turning',. 

Sailing one’s life with dreams and year iv bigs,' 
With prow set to the Oriei t of oblivion. 

To conquer all the sea and all the isles that smile, 
That no discoverer will ever set foot on b 

Save he wno kept desire a virgin, ail the while, 

O dream ! 
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The young hour gay with sun. 
The tiring hour l lint weeps, 
Pfour after hour creeps, 

.Hours after hours run. 

Along the river banks. 


AWAKK ' 


Awake r 

It is a joy among hibernal hours 
To plunge into the pane the hoar-frost flowers ; 
Behold : the petals gliilcimg on the pane 
r Opcn their wing^ that diea.ni would follow fain. 

Awake, and revel in the dawn’s pure joys, 

And smile upon the time the sun becalms ■ 

In the bright garden, save m dream, no noi-»e 
But a long imagined shivering, O palms " 

Come, and behold my love, as e\cr of old, 
Make the vast silence flower lit b> thy glance, 
Glad with its peaceful pinions to enfold 
Our passion soothed with rich remembrance 


LIVE IS CALM 


Life is calm, 

Even as this evening of sweet summei, now 
The. bird is silent on the bough, 

That bends above the rivei, 

Whrtec reeds no longer quiver ; 

And the pacific night and wise 

Sleeps Without a shudder under cloudle-s skies 
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Life is calm 1 

It is your fare, O sister dear, 

At happiness scarce smiling here, 

Life is your face, dear sister, 

So calm ; 

As life is and your happiness. 

Your face is cloudless, calm, and passionless. 

Even l T - river hushes r 

Bet wet i. 'ts h, mlcs, among its rushes ; 

One hy * ne fall flowers ; 

Silent, gentle eventide. 

Life is calm where waters glide ; 

By waters where the happiness that lies 
Smiling, sister, in the tender flashing of your eyes, 
Is wondering at the waters, ami the evenings, and 
the hours. 


FRONTISPIECE. 

Tub gems that ivories clip, 

And chrysoheryls puerile, 
Mingling their gleams, beguile 
1 he dole of the black tulip ; 

The fountain weeps in the old 
(i.irden o'er flowers sad. 

Which hy the dawn are clad 
In ameth>sl arm in gold . # 

In the boxwood »r..idow lingers, 
In sentimental jcti r, 

"I he (hcvalur , and awaits 
The princess whose pale fingers 
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Are flowers that bring relief 
Unto her languorous grief. 


INVITATION. 

The ruby my vow desne-> 

For your beauty smiling kind 
Is surely incarnadined 
By a limpid minor's luc>. 

Ice with the* Marne interchanges, 

And your eves hard with dignity 
Bruise the sobbed longing to be 
A bauble your hand arranges 

But remember the waters > cinder 
Cradle the vessels ihil wander 

To the ide in the bright inline huldei 

And come while the \nntu is d.nk, * 
To sail om adventurous -rk 
Madly o’er oceans iorbiduv. 


TO Tin: FOLK 

Throuoti fogs impassible (hat freeze (lie si-id. 
And under torpor-laden skies of gi.n , 

If none can ever open out a way 
To the icy honor of the reachless Boh*, 
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Vet those who died or shall die striving thither, 

In faith of victory and glory of dream, 

1 favc known the rapturous pride of conquest gleam, 
Brief flower of hope that never grief shall wither. 

But thou, long cheated by the immutable thirst ' 

Of being loved, hast too, too well rehearsed 
f 1 o vanity of combats sleiile all. 

And dost wit bitter, pitiless iiony see 
Those who go inflowing ghosts that ever flee 
Sink in the chasm wheie thyself didst fall. 


PAUL GLRARDY. 
1870 — . 


sill 

Snr whom my h irt in dream already love$ 

\\ ill tind r < hildbke curls have great blue ejes ; 

Her \oicc will It sweet as that of doves, 1 
Her skin 1 f tint ro c like a dream that dies* 

S * slencur slit will 1 e imong earth’s daughter 
That > 11 w ul I think of lilies under gla$f< ** 

()! i 1 un tain \vt [ ing 10 the sky its waters^ ^ 

Or U c mo 11 be in qu vcring on dewv 

An 1 , fr m 1 u det | licul o her lips arising;, 

( uessing whal setds ol ^ ngs arc in me sovyf^ 

She will 1 1 vti bumming tlum, disguising l 

My soul with the golden gamut of her own 
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And ne\er A bitter wc id w ill c me fiorn htr , 
Her eyes vv ill alwa>s cdl to my tartss 
Chaste as the e>ts of my own nuther were, 
Malting with my own mother s Unde mess 


1ML LO\ 1 

I HA*VF yearned f r the wirl td elnl 1 
With hei sensual mouth s led q-low 
And her icstless e\<s th it show 
Plow sateless htr soul is \\ d wild 

The lustful virgin the ( 1 ild 

With her sicl 11 h f 111111114 'll o\ 

The sweat of n ulsotlm, 

By which her soul is dehle 1 

She sins m ho It e ] ind in 
Her evil smile llieit leim , 

Implacable as her h ms 
The lust ofpeiversi n 11 1 in 

I have dreamt f th vit^mnij 11 
The fire of her han h is \ 1 fine l 
My chastity with its lure 
^nd my e>es \\i*h ttar ait slame 1 

TUI UWI 

# 

TllkRE IS a hazard fliUim, tin 11 h the n ht, 
And stupid win^ are uiithinq thrr uqh t ic wind 
And then afar a srrcci him* ol dail fnqh 
bike cries of a frail eonseience th it has s nned 
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It is the shy owl of long moonless nights, 

It lb the ineonsolable c wl who peers 
With Hear eyes Hire ugh (hear darkness, and who 
blights 

The peace of slecj with stark foreboding feafs 

Th incons lablc ni^ht 1 ird weeping through 
Tht gl am, the spectral bird who fear%thedhjb 
\Yh e f i ic flitting chills t^e dark, and who 
1 ills sj with crits that qtuvtr wilh dismay. * 

I ut the u, poor owl, an ivie 1 steeple seest, 

Where th >u canst hide from dawning s garish JUtt&r- 
My heait, who fr< m the 1 iss of woman fieest, * 

\\ heic slialt thou find the peace of some old 


Ot SAD JO\ 

I \m angr\ with you, little girl, 
because f your gracious smiles, 

An 1 your lestful lips, and teeth of pearl, 
Anl the 1 lack litter of your great eyes. 

Ian an^ry with you, but on my kneti^ 

I r when I went away, m happy 
1 ir from y< u, fir goes (he brefett-v 
I coul 1 think f i othing hut 6f 

I was turn 1 I nev< r lared look back, 

\n 1 I w t nt singn i^ as mi Imen do, 

T ) f rget y ur eyes, alack 1 
1 ut my ont, was all about you 
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"SOME SONG OR OTHER. 

The song of moonlight nil 
-“^That trembles as aspens shake, 

•The thrush sang it at the evenfall 
\ To the listening swan on the blue lake 

It 'is all of love and distress, 

Artd of joy ami of lo\c, aiul then 
There are sobs of gold and weariness. 
And ever comes joy back again. 

Far, far away dew the thrush, 

And the swan went pondering 
AH the new words, by lily and rush, 
With his head underneath his w'ing 


OF AUTUMN. 


WHftR the moon through the heavens glides, 
' With music enchanting our way, 

Come in the gladness to stray 
Of tjhs gorgeous autumn -tides. 

' . K i ? 


Kpw comes the wind, and lifts 
< The gold of glad forests along ; 
- Arid many a mystical song 
Afohg fhe hreeze with it drifts 

'•''kf f 


Thjsr life 'is most gracious and dear, 

0 Enchanting our way as \vc go 
f ^With the laughter and golden glo 

01 autumns singing clear. 
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ON THE SEA. 

Blow, blow thou boisterous tempest, 
Blow, luttcr winds and stark ; 

The fisher, he cannot hear you, 

A-saihng in his dream-bark. 

lie sails to what pale daughters, 

! * what horizons dim ? 

Rat, rage ye winds and climb ye waters^’ 
But we are waiting for him. '* 

We are the lovelorn maidens, 

Alone in the wearisome dark ; ‘-yl 

You winds and you waters that love nj/ 
Overturn him in his dream-bark, 

IWAN GILKIN, 

1858 — 

PSYCHOLOGY. 

A surgeon, I the souls of men dissect, tV 

Bending my fe\ensh brow above their 
Perversions, sins, and vices, all their 

Primitive lusts and appetites unchecked. 

, fM 

Upon my marble men and women spread t L >. 
Their open bellies, whcie I find the hidden 
Ulcers of passions filthy and forbidden, . 

And probe the secret wounds of dramas dreads 
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Then, while my arms with scrofulous blood are dyed, 

I note in poems cleai with serupulcus art 
Whpt my kee 1 eyes in these dark deeps descried 

Aprflf r need a subject, I am al 1c 
TCo $Uetch myself on the dissecting tabic 
Auditive the scalpel into my own heait 


Till •CAlir\I 

A DOLOROUS fruit i the vast cai ital 

Its burstpn skin an i pulp t ) ripene 1 dye 

Opulently their rich lottenncss 

V^th green gold, violet, and led phosphorus 

Oozing a sickl) sweet, thick cancero is juice 

} tS spongy flesh melts in the mouth, and in 
t$ pensive poiso is germinate the rank, 
Pcweited sins of fever l iLuied I rams 

go Strange its spiee so c\ i lisite its taste — 

A macerated ginger in iruc eh sir, — 

\ pltmged nfy teeth in it with greedy haste 

Bnt dizziness I ale, and madness drank 
And that is why I trail a debile frame, 
jVith my youth dy ing ill the husk of my strength 


TI1L PLNITL N I 

ThjB penitent of cities d mined am I 
In shameful taverns where rank liqu rs fk v, 
JIM in new Sodoms viciously aglow 
* 'Wft^re outrage hides its lusts with murler n gh, 
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I watch in flaring nights with mournful eye, 

And shuddering heat what monsters still we grow 
And all the dimes of men oppress me so 
I call for vengeance to the angered sky. 

Wra liful as proj bets went in Holy Writ, 

I walk with hagg ird ch^ek m public places, 
Confessing sins that I do not commit *\ 

And tin 1 hiriscc*. cry out 'with upturned faces: 
“I til ink thee G d tint I am not as this 
Infamous poet by thy judgment is 1” 


“IT IRITIS SICUT Dll” 


Silk Artist, from the world around thee shrinking 
le nuise tl t hi s h ideal of thine Art, 

Give thou no [ 1 ill to N atuie in thy thinking, 
That fiolish, fertile slut obscene and stinking— 

To the Artificial conseciate thy heart. 


In spite of reed pipes and loud songs of marriage, 
lie thou remote, Reility desert, 

The blood and flesh ol women proud of carriage. 
The tUbl y flesh of women thou disparage, 

Deny their beaut) which is only dirt. * 

Arc thy tired spirit and th/ parched mou^achflpff 
tor the eooling, carml draught of thei* career 
This is a thirst that thou < anst best be slaking, 
Swooning among thy lamp lit bottles, breaking 
Tlie odorous seals of drunken dizziness. 
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Dream diunk with turn, whose tropic heated spicts 
Ferment into a scented wine that j nns 
Thy subtle spirit in voluptuous \ices 
With negro women whose smooth flesh entices 
yhjf Rubric hand to their anointed 1 jins 

DtShU kirsch, as turbulent as cascades shaded 
By forests where the maidens bathe their feet , 
rfupfc ed maraschino, sucked by mouths pomaded 
In the sick air of brothels g >1 icn braided 
By those who queert it on the yielding seat , 

And, hypocrite with la one cannot sundir 

Out of his flame, drink kummel, whose 1 right feast 
Of boreal snow masked fire evokes the wonder 
Of roses under snow, O roses under 

Archangel heavens women of the I ast 

And, foi its green of bin lute l tangled fancies, 

Drink absinthe, which shall pi n rut to thee 
Those forests where the fair} \ lvien dam is, 

And the sage Merlin with h« r feet entranees 
In the hoarse brushw >od 1 y the bitttr sea 

Then to thy reeling brain shall dreams come sailing, 
Upon the calm bed where thy 1 ody sank, 

And thou shall see dissolve l in shadows paling. 

All Earthly things around thee, failing, failing, 

While brighter surge the visions rank on rank 

Befcoldl Among the wan 1 lue vapours, steaming 
Before the scented, soundin^ sunrise, lows 
A belt Of glaciers whose thin peaks of ut arning 
Mirrored upon an azure lake arc gleaming 
fn the tropic valley guarded by their snows 
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The leaves of mangoes, palms, and fig trees sighing 
Are wafting coolness o er the billowing grass, 
Where, girlmdtd like flowers are women lying, 
Bathing thur lily limbs, beneath the flying 
Jtwels of furtive humming birds that pass* 

And a cascade of da/zling nakednesses 
tall Iroin the pe\ks of glaciers in shoals, 

And evi > following body holds and presses 
The one lat went before, hr Ids and caresses ; 

A living stream o f beauty rolls and rolls 

Arms, loins, and thighs ire linked and intertwining, 
Lightnings are j laying on a vaporous mesh 
Of luminous hair and supple limbs combining, 

Yn 1 from the lofty \ eaks of glaciers shining 
1 or ever falling ire new waves of flesh 

Drink eveiy dr >p of tins pure wine, and waste 
In thine end rice'i all these limbs unreal 
Lie in thy bed of sn w, and, undebised, 

1 n|oy all flesh in thine own flesh, and taste 
I he monstrous joy of soiling the Ideal 


\ ENG LANCE. 

Womvis with he \it st dibed by a rnddtn wrpng* k 
Whose vmgeful fingers, , roud, and taj eridjflqng, 
Have straj ped thy naked 1 iver in his sleepy 1 K 
Down lo the bed, where now his wild eyes Weep* 

I heir scalding tens like vitriol, and stare 
On broke> furniture and carpets where 
Weapons, clothe*, flowers are in mad medley cswt, 
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In sheets still with his kisses wnm, thou ha t 
To soldiers prostituted thee, ai d spent 
i Their vigour with thy hod> s \dumcnt 
Surging of spasms quivering under them ; 

But what thought, like i hi I< >us diadem 
Of thorny hath rent ih> f relit id, vvh n the thud, 

His flesh scarccl\ sitcl, li ving heird 

Thy lustful moaning till Ins hen' grew nk, 

Looked* 0$ a bitch looks b itcn w it li a slid , 

To the black, frantic fact «#f thy 1 »*tn>cr. 

And asked with pi unhver murmur Shall 1 hy her? 


TIIL SONG Oh Till JOKGIS 

O FltPN 7 irn forges witli )>ir noise and blaring, 

Red, reeking has th it emib hshtvclk i skies, 

Your hollow rumhhn^ is 111 t stifled sweaung, 

And the grassed earth al u you l inns and dies 

When blind, mad min, mtr i on gain and plunder, 
Thinks he is matter s m i tci m y >ur m \v 
Lugubriously rolls a hr II > \ llmnm i, 

That says. We ftr^c mil i^c, with >ut \ flaw, 

The chains from whuh th u hast m t wit to si\e thee, 
O foolish man 1 we uvit link by link 
The shackles which for evci shall t nslavc thee 
Swea^ pant, and fill th< f irnaee to the bunk, 

Thro^lSf the coal, and pi ui the ciackh \g cabling 
Through the cut sand, hi vt, uu h th pig ta slupe, 
Temper the sword sheet, dcih and ng with masting 
- fTfie tyrant ships that sweep tile sea with grape. 
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Crowd with machines the hamlet and the haven, 
To prison thee more deep than dungeons held 
In durance making thee a pauper craven 
Stupid hum init) 1 w Held ind Held 

VSith the sde t iI hseisc bc>on 1 reclaiming, - 
And imbecility, and ills onttnl, f 

Mutdi i in l hat th it as the mansion 
Ploi \ resell and heavy punishment .*■ 

\V e forge the f ite c f cv try generati m , 

Wt crush the iather ind the child as well. 
Spitting at heavens that shake with consternation \ 
The soot and coal of our iclentless hell 1 

Sec 1 ti the limit s Hue ol si les upcurhng 

Our towenn^ el m neys l eh bed polluted bifeath* 
Abnc the wi te mil riv i s ed lands unfurling * 
Their sal l tHgs of slaiery and death * 


I ILK MAI IIKODITT 

Rosy and naked pure as a fliwer divine^ 

1 he 1113, stie bein^ c f r 1 1 st ries sleeps, 
Stretched in the gi 1 like 1 u gh ot egtanlitafy 
In the fl ow < ty de*u ng in the forest 

Lp)n his fol led arm 1 c rests his head , 

The sltcping I isses of the un repose 
U] on his deliciU body softly spread. 

And shimmer from his shoulders to his 
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A^d hear him, with a murmur 'is of bees, 

Rims the clear brook through grass and lily flowers, 
ig trees’ laden boughs, and flees, 

S along the tangled set it L bowers. 

ry of the flesh 1 A phinx above thet 
thrilled senses to n s dvc dcsiits ’ 

! and terror trunl It all who lovt thee 
who sec thee l urn \vj h tli usmd hie 

• 

nore than human loveliness 
nd youths their t nv ious glances dart , 

7!b£j sigh with lowertd t>es, ind weej , an 1 prt_ss 
;*SQtQpttmcs their hand upon their maddened heirt 


c,? Vffiete is the heavcnl> *rd<lcss so thc> rrj, 
Whose loveliness can milch th> pirftet fnine 3 
Aild Vhat young god, all sun and s} ring, t m \ le 
JTWitlli al| this lrcshncss bit nl with tender 11 um. 1 

madly on one moi th the kisses 
01 J^jhfodite and Adonis both, 

Ajldf tumbling, to discover all 1 lent blisses 
* 4a the same frame to no pci versions 1 th ' 


Margaret foi thee, and kwd 
Anacreon had never lost a d i> 11 
Jtathylttyp, Sappho would nv t hav t- pursued 
4 &&&;#l|:ape Erinna, no nor 1 haon 

foot earth lappc 1 with pilhd flame 
and all tht flf wers du whtr it hovers 
f$a$clfy$Xio more the w mi an, and hot lames 

ti^eir arms no more around youn^ lover 
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O hst ideal of decaung races, 

Mortal reicaler if best beautic , thy * 

] onons pouted lavishly in thine embraces 
lfave mule he ancient cilies r >♦ ind die. , 

And n \\ tr u th c nu l, while uncloses 
Under thy feet i i \vn tint piles the day’s $ 

And p Jets mad with ni nu ind wall r >aes, 

I iu 1 I e with eli mis t f gl >ry, love, andjraifafe.* 

Sweet l ei , i t to u tli> wettest blisses * * 

We h ur elv s un U i thy conquering feet, 
While, in i 1 \\n> di ml enn ss, thy 1 isses 
Gather unlit ind 1 veliest heart’s beat. 


Till I) Vi S Ol \ ORh 

T ha\ i mini 11 >vc li c a garland sprent 
With m rmn, dew an l fra^ianl with a scent 
1 hat et my 1 l is flut tern ^ over it, 

\s buttciJlies ol ilk an 1 velvet Hit 


And savouri 1 it 1 1 e s me fruit from the South, 
Whose lusu us | il[ milts si >wly in the mo^t^ 


And, cups < f sipi hire effeivescing bright, 
illue ^}cs hive mule me drunk with spn ngWfelfgln % 
An 1, iu! > cups bnmi e 1 with a hlood Ihut^ihed, 
Lips h ive a d i/ mess on me bieathcd f ? 


— I all o ei the | t >e n nts of memory 1 
An 1 now, thou deep swirt night envelop 
In thy w n windin sheet my heart enfold, * 
lo sleep aline, and motionless, and cold 
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ART 


^ use is action? \\c have thought until 
_ he world is but tne shulow of our dreams 
tf*. What if the sap m all the gardens teems, 

. DUftk hack upon itself is c 111 limp will 


gmind has ravaged sj ice, md we arc ill 
(filh what we know , yet knowledge only seems, 
v Vpon life’s verge a net of cheating gleams , 

Arid my possessions leave me tired md dull 


But thou alone, O tuieli of vicied Art, 

With hist, primeval beaut) warm the hurt, 
And flash thy multiple glimpses of the I k il , 

*. 

And thou, O Poet, make lost I den shine 
, Witljip us, and behind the setnnng real 
the essences of things divine 


THEKMOPM T 


The 


ibre gorge is only lighted by 
icklers on the beeches Neir iheir chief 
Wirriors, with no fear and with 110 grief, 
tljph fate And now the dawn is nigh. 
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To morrow Greece shall mourn them they 
The priests have read the auguries like a l 
Ilydarnes with the footstep of a thief, i 
Slinks with his traitor where the shadows 


So be it Under ariows showering thick 
B> shallows shielded they will tight, beneath 
The o\ui loci s, with pike and teetn. ^ 

i 

And vvh i the word breaks they will grip thfc 
1 hty share a few fig a for their breakfast, right 
Cilml> They with Plulo sup to night 


A NAV \h BATTLE 

Tin fleets rush headlong o tr the sea, and 
In a lou J, long impact deafening the ear } 4 
The hissing arrows mike the heavens blear. 

The heavy wav s are clashing shock on shbcijgi, 

Arcs is with us, driving like a flock 
The 1 eisun shi| s which, when they st 
I he rostrum pierces till, in mad career 
They crowd the shore and shatter ontbe^ 

The dusk climbs, but the most illustrious^ 

The coward, and thrust bom every ta 
But now the moon bre i.ks through the <fl 

( )ur mt*ve land kissed by its tender ray, , 

The glittering summits and the silvered bay, 

And the free se i flowered with corpses of „ 




Albert Giraud. 


55 


ALBERT GIRAUD 

i860 . 


TIIE TMBUNIS 

>ple have had masters who e strong fares 
_ pd with imperious will, their masses cowed, 
ijijtoke with regal voices ringing lou 1 
put of their sleep letli u fa K races 

they cast down fiom thi mu] 1 1 places 
_ four winds of Heaven vibrated pioud 
bitter love and majesty unbowed, 
ling to make of cities <1« sert spares 

jTh^ciRajrd remember yet their magic names, 
them with tliund u us aecl unb 
Of Welcome to the coming victoiy 

JK*^*V* 

*?he ?%»ndary marble where the 3 stand 
|^es£fiJbistory’s threshold, and their hand 
t Wttmlly sways the billowin^ days to 1 e 



CORDOVANS 



red with autumn s, victoiy s dyes 1 
Oratory’s night you bl i/e, 

S the heavy splciuloui of dead dijs , 
your hues of epic, evening skies 
as fiery meres of gold, 

of those who trailed their swerds, mil bowed 
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Above your cushions stamped with wafers proud 
Thtir gashed, tanned faces in the da>s of old, 

With an odour of idvcnture in their capes. 

Red leathers whom the peace of hangings. drapetf t » 

You arc like tiagic sunsets, worn weic ye 

liy legendaiy hcioe , who enriched 

*lhe Kin^s they served, ind all the world bewitched, 

And who anon a copptr, kindled sea, 

\ ou Coi d< v ails dyed dt e p w ith w ar and pride, 
Embarked i summer cool of eventide 1 
You ire tin crical with gathered lives ; 

Of new Americas you cuaid the gleams, 

You sunk in daz/lcd and vermilion dreams, 

In you the soul of incicnl suns survives 1 


1 LOUISE. 

Richly malurL, upon the be 1 of joy 

Strown with crushed ilowvrs Florise bends lovingly 

Iler heavy lidded guat eyes o er the boy 
Whom she ha made man ere Ins puberty. *'• 

Fan as i chum t lh it on in es lingers, 

Swicl as llir wind j Ik in hi ic trees. 

With gratitude he fondles thi deft fingers J 
That guided him into love’s mysteries. * 

Heavy with pi id Htrp < thin senses thus 

Dream, but bicakmj ofl ^neu amorous 

Lin brace, is though a c / she would wftftf&udj 

She feels hei hcait within In r pah , and pressed 

Her face u, on the pillow, for she guesses 
Her too young lover ‘-ecs her glowing old. 
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IILCATL 

Thk in< on has i kis*, th U clings 
Like those of rold women wh )in 
Minions with feitilt womb 
Drive from the I eel >1 Km^ 

She wetps her while distress 
On spires, nflbd hj-» a sheet 
Of suppliant light it the fee* 

Of crosses pitiless 

But breaks her prayu, which is vain, 
And raises he rself a^a n 
In pale and bairrn pmle , 

And casts, with Hit cruel cjincc 
Of her lullcss eye, fai and wide 
Hysteric radiance 


IN KP ICjN Ol nil rOPf.IAS 

I?f tirffllt palace wlurt > un la\e guls show 
d^lkeBunches o( g >ld r nj ^ tl en I iea ts erect, 
in a *<Jft room with 1 iniun^ li ipeiy dtil td 
The conclave s end illunus i gol lui low 
* 

V • 

Near pages who llieir > til )w bur h i\ smoothed 
And wh om the evening s 1 iss< s feminize, 

Sit, red as lava in their gorgeous dyes 
The Homan Cardinal , l y mu le soothed 
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They w nship flesh and the unnatural, thinned 
\ oites f eunuchs qunei o cr their napes 
With a thrill of pleasure like the lust of 

AS 

\i 1 1 n in g rl hJiesel in the wind, 

In the full i tie n ky night of porches, ■*' 

Tlieir manes of re hi e wil 11} streaming fott&eV 


\I SOM1ION 

Wom\n n> Iji (i tiler thing clings * 

To thee \vh se tign nL >es aie j ools of tUg^U 
Liqui 1 in hfJcrcnct \vl ire is no light - 

Save til 1 ilcido c pc it imaged things 

I v 'll le 1 air, so ultry m 1 si fresh. 

When I untie it l ill iws o er thy shape 
I ike evening s ha I w cr a j lie landscape, 

Vn 1 loul} tat the w Intent s il thy flesh 


The ij li 1 is f thy neh m uldeJ mouth 

hall with n mi] ul e 1 nown, and with no sound. 
As ri] enc 1 fr ut fall hei\> t ) the groumjt, 1 
In the si vv llei ec of the lutuiim s droutfjKA 


As ml water I Jc cen 1 in thee * Iji^ 

An I am i i II l it, i ly thy brcas^S} 

\\ li ch are is wl i bill w f oamy Cfest$, 

And h a\< at tl y i i ithing like sta* 

11} t I ie 1 w ill is 1 ol 1 liturgies , ^ 

It ti ul with ro} al ih}lhm i 1 r iad vertfpf * 
An 1 \ dll grave gi Lee before in ne eyes rdfisflXSGS^ 
All the C regonan chant s solemnities 
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0 save me from my muiderous dreams, thou bright 
Bosom of silence, mouth 1 h it silts the sens*, 

* Urn of oblivion, pillow of melon nee , 
mc m thy bo«om o night 1 

JCj^weakness by thy siv orou i ngth i nursed, 
A^d in thy gaping lovt absorbing me 
•JTfa^te the time when ill I am shill l e 

vast and lit aver in c irpse dispersed 

*Li 


( rtttE \OUTU AAIONU rm J Tilth 

*ij & ]^je voluptuous Room of Lilu s mi ie 
jfcifA deaf ear by th^, unlit Jthy sh ide 
*©1 Vinous tapestry wherem fenncnN 
The-sunset, drunk with Church ind ctnsti ct 
The dying Dauphin, with 1 is w< m in' ‘’low 
Eyw, $ees at his ket the ermine snow 
Of the hushed carpet, and tne < ml s slit 
Sifting? a trembling glimmer tin to it 
{ lilacs and of 1 1 r y r jst , 

\ pale youth his heavy lids uneloses 
upon the ht wen s tru ison rim 
i|st whose Jilted In easts c all unto him 



RI SK.NUION 

X HAV& fought against my tlf, T have ( icd m pain, 
■* * Writhed breathless in my wounded m int s night, 
with my lift in rags, i piteous s dit, 
f feamecut of the Ilell whieh is my brain. 
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I know full well to day, my drc' , m was mad; 

My love of autumn was x crime, no doubt; 

And like i nail I tear the yearning out 
That my to > simple heart foi childhood had. 

My cross * Lmci in my side * I bring to you 
This verse like ( lirisim is evenings white andc&bp, 
W len the sovran palpitation of the palm 
Hovu igainst the heaven sifieezmg blue; 

This vcise whereinto all my b rief shall pass, 4 S 
Verse of a man resigned, misunderstood, 

\erse into which my love must shed its Moqdjf 
Lon*, bleedin s like a sunset on stained glassy 


\ OICI b 

\ ou v of my weeping bloc d, voices you of my flesh, 

My panting, b antic flesh O pensive voices* 

Louder thin when i uiging crowd rejoices. 

Hush 1 lest the dear, dead j ist should bloom afresh.! 

He sil nt, }o l >n^ v ills 1 Memory doses 
On velvet oi ts, i ues'dli is o old 
Tint drear t in her 11 sh anil -ang in of gotyl 

\ oice rf I is vious j isn i and moss t cs fl 

] e silent 1 Hush my si. now and my shame 1 
Into my heart silence and winter came 
bilcncc is snowin^ into my heart dark vast. 
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Snow, $now, O silence 1 Spreid youi cool ibo\t 
Hell's roses, co*er up their files it list, 

<\ndfn the shadow slim m> onlj lou 


VICTOR KINON 

isU- 

TftE R1 SUJvR) C I JOJN. OI DKLAMS. 

t x 

( It is as warm as when the 111 ics scent 
Is with the fragrance of mi f i h is 1 lent, 

When you. can heir the si cd c riel m the t r >und, 

Wheti first your fi<£ and Inn i*. ire sununei bi< wned, 

When every now in 1 then in nc u y <lr is 

The ram begins, in 1 ill i lien 1 »j 

Slate and rust clouds w luj In »u I miss 

Their bulk o’er th( giecn c in in 1 mbl led griss 

Of fields that billow to > n j uq led woods, 

Which, through bronzed cl md , i she if of sunbeams 

floods* 

f 

Sweating, I climb the sloj c where, like i long 
White ribbon, runs the 1 1 I k md ings his ong 
A noisy cock pursues i duel ing hen 
A sparrow fl;es with bits of hi) And then 
Such is the silence you cin heir from hi. 

Where the red roof tiles of the wllige iw , 

The heavy, steady humming of the l ees . . 

(Can there be olossoms on the willow tr e^?) 
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litre i', the wood — Pile with surpuse you see 
The ardent sd< ncc and the mystery 
Whose sap swells in the branches which it stud$^ 
With dowry citkins mil with tiLky buds. 


Und r llie °lm iru nohceous shade r 

1 he fr« h a no ni ni s base sn lwral ih« glade: 
lhe i lergi n\m l illiL'. in i liwn li 1 If light 
Iht j air eriekles with w I izird s flight ; ^ 

And il re, whete on tlie lia/et bough is poureqj 
A ray t ( sunshine latlc 1 like a sword, 

V front lui^ cloud of y til m polltn^rises , 


An 1 now mysten ih miilli iny heart surprise^ 

Wi'h w irds ind en s of lm and tenderness 
\n 1 an nilosuate 1 *Jow mil stress, „ 

because the sj nn^ with I gend iry dyes, 
lhe white ( f sn m ind 1 lue o' 1 iradise, 

And tender t,i in t f least s ill dewy sprent, 

With nightii ih , ind honey sucl le s scent, 

And chifu I angin^ hcisily hoi\i blue 
I llacs, wit with rosy diamonds too, 

With the clear cry tal and mad pearls thatglgsh 
Out of the he ik of quail and pairing thruS&je „ J 
All the divine, forgotten spring reminds < 

My heart cl n h ur wh ie tut \ athway 
1 low * My I ie i s full of h wers ind biftjg} 

I shall lire ik t ut ill i f 1 1 y of word 1 * * ^ A 

I lov 1 — J ut whom ? I care not whotngntt llQW i 1 
I lose, with ill my I 1 lod in fren/y now, * 

And ill the i^hs tint iuave ny brt ast, the maid 

Who smiling comes bencith hei cool siAlsbade^ 
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is black with trees of velvet under 
.AWiky laden with irre.U clouds of thunder 

of innlniqlit burnt the dirk, whose pais, 
, 'WMifWx'ui'y vi iled, lu ir is 1 h if nun heirs 

S asy in one’s till in » sli ts, 
easily the poor lie irt be its 
led in suut, jl 1 1 st you leave >01 1 bid, 
dream about the ill uubur ticad. 
the window open Not 1 sound 
Wind is swoonn t < n the i^iound, 

Ing to some holy, iny>'ir 1 it ill 
w In the entrails ot t>u 1 irtb 
liffteiTj earnest, to yuui hi m s loud shock 
B&iUpg with pained \ ids 111011-. like 1 clot k 
Then the window sdl you pi 11 1 than, 

And W$£ch the cloud i vu 1 h >1 >wu th lulph s ur 
.Over the gardens whenct, m uk | cr hunts 
"Bxlldes the sweit nl trtes y <1 wild led bl< < ms 


- U HIDING FROM I HI WOULD. 

not our love be like tin violet, Sweet? 
And CJen in the dewy, dust It ss ur 
^tt$ dainty chalice with l»h pi tab, where 
^nwrsjtywle of busht s m \kc>. 1 >liy ictreat ? 

*■ And%e W^ll fianu our daily h ippiness 
By j£ipiog heaits, lips, blows in rapt • iress 
, Fa&f from the world, its noisi s and t oiu cit 
01 Shall? We not hide our modest love between 

wafting cool on liowers and grassth gieen? 
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TIIE GUST OF WIND. 

I ci osfd my window, lit my lamp, reclined 
My temple on my hand, and sadly thought : , 

* * Now let me uad, and dream, and rest my 
But, () my God, my lu art is m> distraught ! 

Vet, let nu* read/' It was a traveller’s book. '' 

0 sail-, g on broad risers, om whose shore 
Are In iliab^ and mangroves, while the song ' 

01 curious birds wafts with the ship along. 

Together with the tiger’s grating roar. ..." 

if *4 

A sudden gust ot wind the window shook, 

Followed afar oil by continued whining. 

1 * r’ 

I throw the window open wide, to look ' 

Into the right, and see, with white teeth shinihg-r 
In mocking grin. Death pass upon a steed £ r 
With yellow teeth, making iLs wet flanks ble«d,’-, 
With spurs of bone, and in the wind its G ; < 

Tossing, logtlher with Ins winding-sheet 
See Death, while all the trees moan out 
Race under clouds lit by a livid sheet, 

And brandishing above him his bright 

Afir, Italian pophrs cuive tin ir slim 1 
And parallel trunk s beneath the wind pf 
Dishevelled willows m the shadow- vrithe f >.^ 

Ana the earth, looking at the monstcr^a^/ 

Now he is swallowed by (he raucous squall. 

Long I stand gazing at the rise and fall 
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Of foliage broken by a rending sob, 

When suddenly the wind, with hollow throb, - 
Lugubrious present fr >m the ktaper '—heaves 
Into room a flight r f wilhuc 1 kwe 


^5 


niFsim\( -.in 

Tub stainless sn >w m 1 the blft 
Lat by a pun? t < 1 l olai 
Nearly meet 1 ur i I ir 
Of fiie st pu ales 1 1 lv\ 

A rime frosted, blad j men md, 
Raising, as wavi* rr 11 f am, 

* Its lance-, toothc llikt a com! , 
Dams the horizon 1 1 d 


In the tomb of bln in 1 w lute 
Nothing '.tn s uu i u >w, 
Untoldin^ solemnly low 
Its silky wing black i i lght 
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ERRANT S\ Ml VTllV 


''FROM some unknown horizon, 
Wafted from far awiy, 
fraternal sympathy flies on 
„ The scented breath of the May 


5 
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Now dreamers in cloudland turrets. 
And nuiduis ripe with the time, 
Up the while steps of their spirits 
Feci love* invisible climb. 

They know not from what glance$jf 
In the pensive peace of the hour* 7 
Tliere are unknown, lips in their 
Openiiv; with theirs in flower. 

So keen and kind the bliss is, 

That their foreheads, younger 
I3y the"t‘ intangible kisses, r,,f 

Guard dreams that never fade, •* 


TI1E GARDEN INCLOSE!^ 
Fuldtet 

Dh*n is thy bandage, Love, 

To my hea\y lids that it closer 
It weighs like the sweet burden^* 
Sunshine on frail, white ri 

I walk as to voices that call, 

I stem over waters to hover,' 

And t \«‘7 wave, hKe a )ovd*y f i 
Folds round my feet as they ffcfb 

Who has unloosened my tresses, \ 
As through the dark places I c^op 
Girdled with unseen caresses, 

I plunge into billows of flame. 
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My lips where my soul is crooning 
Open in rapt desire, 

I*jke a burning blossom sw< omnp 
Over a liver i (n 


Do/ //i m urn i^iht 

ti/fy hands he for my breast t ) soothe, 

JjgeQf playing and of # di i ills tin d , 

White hands, my h m 1 denned, 
inrat asleep on w iters smooth 


futile, waste repining, 

| this my beauty s Inrone, 

Calm, gentle Queens teclimng, 
ie, Jroyal hands duaiii A their n\n 


J v while mint eyes me Hosed, and till is 
fie golden hair my uieast ‘hat robes, 

£ the virgin holding IiIrs 
*■ the infant hoi lin^ glol e 



S t/O/UI ZlNtt 

*y tune they sang my lips that yield 
keen caresses, 

the ram upon the summer held, 
long, warm Ireasc 


©f* vintaging they sing mine eyes, 

* Mine eyes half closed, 

Veiled by tired lids and lashes imreposed, 
.Ok* Autumn skies. 
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I hive ill ^le mis ind savours I im supple 
As i bindweed in hedgerow bowers, 

My lirtiMs ire cut vl 1 a dime ire, or a 

Of si cr flowers * 

i ? t <hl tus mtftejnibL 

W u th hi d >*>t plun c ml j nunc, eyes thix^e eye4 
I ill within mtn eye* A? * 

\\ hen lh> itiou h unties my mouth* 

My love is nothing si\e my mouth. 

When thy lingers lightly touch myhiir, 

I im not if it he not there 

When they touch my hre ists it any 
Like a udden tire to them I climb 

I it this which is to thee most deir? 

Hire my nilis f ill im lift is here 

hi i p fit ne of wait i oses 
S lit ut di cant fist, ... 

An i th ha to n U tit if ui as though 
iteie flash f 

J he f to im it s tn , Hit ^ n e itp^sesj 
rh La. t ant h i he* th ov b 7 £ }J 

On of t Pit ax e is ofemnq out 

\ 

4 fast fxmt - a mals ei t*u da? lent fig * 

A vo? e that an s > ju 1 1 ov i into mitring* '^■'*1* 

A murmiu ing bi eath is bna thirty . 
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the stltnrc fetal < Jail 


jSUgel ol the. morning sin c unc down 
lnf> Jber garden, and lie sp-ikc to her 

with me, I will show tliec nnny a like, 

1 Valleys delightful, secret fou 1 bjwtis. 

Where still, m other dreams Ih in ouis, 
Tkktoibtle spirits w al if 
tie tenth ’ 

SJwiwretclied her arms, with Iuighter 
between her lashes on 
darning in the sun, 

>Atvft, men he moved, in «aleuce followed after 

M^ while they wandered to the groves of shade, 
The- Angel round her 1 ml 
and set , 

Amoo& her bright hair loi gtr tlnn his win ,s 
The flowers he g-ilheied dc wy wet 
tfpoA Che branches over hci 


THE TEMPTATION 


V 'fas that c one 1 1 
& filtering i n i / f 


t i f tUts 

* 1 * ft 

I> t ItS fcl 1 T 


A SHutBNf P softened the declining diy 
Ambsln, and then a lovc-si & h died aw 
Apj^JS were falling one by one betweei 
The jjltftsses warm and shadows emerald green 



Charles van Lerberghr 


The un ink down from bnnch to branch; 
Singm^ among the stirless leave* was heard'* 4 
A scent of soft in 1 sw owning blossoms stra 
Like i slow s i wive, through the deepen} 

Vn 1 t heir 1 t cr her who cimes, with 
1 vp is in dream in 1 heart > nu U hef Sent** 
By iths where t ever sound the silence jare^ 

Voli ptuous evening in the heiled air, 

'Witli hand f il lit anil accomplice cawt 
S| rLad th in i h u net of oblique stars, J 

V 


ART THOU WAKING? 


Am thou wiking, my perfume 

My perfume rf glide I l ces, V 

x\rt thou iloiling along the breeze t 
M> \ erfumc of sweet honey ? * £ 


In the h ish of the gloam, when my feet 
Rr am thr ugh the rich garden ClgtSfi 
Dost thou tell Iim coming, thou#*™!' 
Of my lilies, md my warm ro 



Am I n)t 11 e in thi "loam i 
Cluster of fruit coucc led 
By tl t Ic '*'? and bj nothing 
bivc in the ni lit its aroma 




Dr es 1 e kn now the hour is dip*^ 

lint I un h U >pi ing my buf, 
D;>cs ht 1 n w that it scents Lht ait 
Docs its od ur reach to him ? 
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tooes he feel I am straining my arms ? 
And that the lilu s of m> valleys 
> Are dewy with passion balm 
•« . sThat for his touching tarries? 


yjjjl.tt, OF WI1ITT MSit) Ol (,OI O. 

Al I of white*an 1 if >ld 
Are the pinions r t my an ;cls , 

Cut Low 

Hath pinion^ ch inging 

His sweet wings are turn h> turn 
*The coloui of purple and rusts, 

And the crimson c i uheie undo ls 
T he kiss of ill ii n 

t The beautiful w n ^ if my an el 
Aie vciy slow , 

And open cl nl 

*3 But the agile win^s ot Love 
JT Are impatient, 
gAnd like hearts never t 


TIIF K\I\ 


E rain, my si«,tei dear 
ft The summer ram \v uni i .d cl i 
t Gently tlecs, gently llic , 
‘Through the moist atmosphere 
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Her collar of white pearls 
Has come und me in the skies. 
Plackbirds sin g with all your might, 
Dance magpies » 

Among the branches downward pressed* 
Dance fl n\ets lance ever} nest, 

All that coirn from the skies is blest 


1 > my mouth she appipaches 
I i wet lips of strawberries wild ; 

Sdl has touched me with a mouth that 
1 vtrywherc at once, 

W ith her million* of little fingers. 



On i lawn 

Of sounding 11 wcr% , 

1 n m the daw n t the evening hours. 
And fioni the evening to the dawn, 
She rain* and rains again, 

She rains with migl L and mun 


Then the an with ^olden hair 
Dues the baic 
I cet of the rain 


M SLNSl r 

Ar sun l. 

Swans of jet 
Or lairie sombrt 

Come i ut of the fl >weis, and thing$^$id US 
These are our liadows 
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They advance : the day retreats. 
Into the dusk they go, 

With a gliding movement slow. 
They gather, to each other call, 
/Seek with noiseless footfall, 

- And together all 
'With their wings so light 
Make the great night. 

? feut the dawi/in the sea 
/Awakes and take* 

T£is torch, then he 
’* Climbs gleam by gleam, 

* Climbs in a dream 
;.Out of the waves arise 
*His tresses fair, 

,tAnd blue eyes. 

At once, as they were blown 
'Away, the shadows flee. 

^ Where ? Who ran see 71 
*Into the earth 71 Into the sea 
pinto a flower ? Into a stone ? 
/Into us? 
ftWho knows ? 

JTheir wings they close, 

?And now repost*. 

/It is the mom 

V 

^‘A BARQIJK OF GOLD. 

ts a barque of the Orient 
''Maidens three arc coming bat k, 
Maidens three from Llie Orient 
Are coming in a barque of gold. 
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One is hlick, 

Ucr bands the rudder hold ^ 

On hei curving lips with their essences 
She bring to us slnnge stones, 

In the silence 


One is l r jun, 

She hcl Is the full sn.il down, 

\nd n her feet ne » ings 
Vn angel s mien t > us she hnn *■» 
In her motionless bearing 


1 ut one is fair. 

At the prow she is sleeping. 

As from the rising sun her hair 
The wive 1 swee} ing. 
She \ rings us bick in her eyes so 
AH the light 


I ILIhS THAT SIIN 

Now in this \pril morning sweet „ 

With fol It 1 Oml )\vs ind doves CQOllfflBiBKSK 
The de\r chil 1 \v th her st y toncut 
Whit is sht 1 doing ? 


The blonde tnce nere her 

Is lost in the grated gai lr*n s ilh y 
I do not kn nv, I do not 1 i ow 
The meaning of her cunning sallies. 
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With a long gown d ->wn to her heel. 
Pensive and slow, with a silent gesture 
ppon the sun at a white wheel 
&$he is spinning a 1 lue lintn vesture 

Arid with blue e>es of Iri la! bliss 

P ‘ ^tilling at liei drt un that irlanres 
Ving golden I luges 
nong the lilic* of her fancie 


GREGOIRE LE ROY 

1862- 

Tllfc SI INST 1 K I AST 

old woman in an 1 her whee 
Ski Is prattling of ol 1 ol 1 things 
As though tc a 1 >11 she sings 
$Kpd memories over her teal 

feltf hemp is yellow md leng, 

SI The old woman [ ins tli threa I, 
fife Bending her wl ite, wen> heil 
S^ycr the wheel *>1 ing on s 

JlTle wheel g es 10 m 1 wi h a \ hirl, 

' The yellow htn \ 1 m wou 
She turns it roun i in 1 roun I 
She is playing like a ^nl 
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The yellow licinp is unwound, 

She sees herstlf i gill, 

As blonde a»> the skeins that whirl, 
She is dancirn, round and round 

Tin wheel re 11 round with a whirr, 
And the hem] is humming as well, 
She heirs an < U1 lover tell 
A 1 whispei hk> love ft^r her 


lltr tiled hands rest ab >ve 

Hie wheel, its spinning i*> done, 
An 1 with the hemp are spun 
Her memories of leve 


vt' 


ROUNDEL Ol OLD WOMLNt 

Ln i r i old women, my thoughts, 

The snow falls f i 3m the vast, 

Deith ind uncertainty palls 
All the things of the j ast 

Why is in> licirt so chill 

Un lei ill e skits veieast, j 

In thf?e iv i iter tint ist a id 
These wmteis calm and shM ? * 

t 

\ ( u little ol 1 v imen wlio glean 
M il e a be nlir^ of > )ui past, 

Of your reeds snapped by Uic blasts # 
And of all your barren dreams 
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AH that your sorrow remembers 
Bum it like chy brushwood, 

And sit and warm your blo>d 

Over the. dyin h embers 

And mumble in gn i m 1 dtjicli n 
V Of the happy d iy I yi ui y ulli. 
And empty with lin h rs of luth 

The spindkSjOf 11 1 ret )1 lection 

And when the c tt e is damp 
With the weeping of the night, 
One ef you will light, 

, Like a shi led, sin >ky 1 unp, 

— Oh * why mus I weep and | irish, 
• And nothin nothin^ h r^t t •* — 
The 1 m t of m morics y* I, 

«The memory of I Itr y m ehtu»h 


HANDS 

re&UBD like I lie eyes of a lhn f 
Sf At my h^art s window pant, gazing in, 
gSVere two pale h in Is, hands of gncf, 
p^Hands as of Dealli, bone and skin 


^1 sfiivered to see them staic, 

Weird as the mo >n in the bh , 
Lifting to me ihur despair, 

As the hands of the damned might do 
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Vnd lie of those desolate hands, 

Wh< ms my visiti r grim ? 

I>c \lh n my thrcshol l lands, 

Since I giztd on the hands of Him 


If vvi n t i blessn v lluy lied, 

Cur t of i irith verc the), 

1 ir I h ivc longed 1o be dca I, 

Sinct I iw their ghastly tay 

* 

>or the wine rf my loving is <our, 

An 1 full >f tears and of harm, 

\n 1 d< idens the bread of the hour 
Th it is signed with their fatal charag 

t 

Hands of i dis n 1 II mds of desp&fr 
(jt turts f virgins of gloom 1 
Yoi ha\e sh me ( n my house as a 
Of Indies a e q se illume 1 


I have seen Ilopt close her door, 
And ny me ur nine: is watching 
While the North wind is blowing 
My e indl* 1 dead in Ills breath. 



MY EVhb 


Poor eyes, yo i lamp.* f hat art fail&i 
How little n mains of your gl >w ? 
I ncroachirg night is veiling 
The things of the here-below. 
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Or is your gathering gloaming 
Indifference alone i* 

O tyes that once went roaming 
To Beaut} and tl l l nkne \\n ' 

A i 

A Vou sink your lids 111 t u urlam, 
vj When I ovc goes l j , a 11 ime , 
(;Vou know your sorrr w is cert un, 
/ And age to you is shame 


__J?yet, my heart s be f praising, 
r , O flameless limps, is for you , 
jSj*hrough yo i my j ml gazin^ 
p> l*irst saw, and felt, ind 1 new ' 


:Vou shows d mt the m unlun ecj , with 
The sea an 1 tin stirs at >ve, 

5^nd all that my life is deep with 
s^y child and death, mil I \ 



M\ HANDS 

ir hand*, so wan an 1 faded, 
lie once as a bird, 
lythms of speci h you aided, 

P nd by my brain y u were stine 1 


Qt wrinkled hands, hi e two 
^Old women worn in 1 wizened 
fcy thoughts run on, but yi u 
Lltt listlessness are prisoned 
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\ et 1 1 less you, my h imls, now that strife 
Is d me, mid the hcaii reposes, 

\ ou taught me the t uch of roses , 

\nd III messes >fhfe 

Ml lb hin 1 v hi touched, hind of brotitefS^ 
An 1 f \\ mi n 1 1 \e 1 in d lo, 
v ill) I ulhful Inn Is ifm ll 1 
I l car ) u >ct i i my s ul 


SI1 1 NCI S 

Thfre is an age, id a s e and hour obscure, 
When min, aweary of adienturous dreams, 
Turns from the far hori/ n s lure 
His eyes t >wai Is the Inn < f Cood kepose 
Then simple Th mights an 1 til 1, 

I ike an eagi r huml lc ser\in^ n ai 1, 

With delicate tares discreet 
Lull infinite regrets to sleep 
And I indie in the heart once more 
The fire of memories of the >ore, 

And from the hearth drive h pes importunate, > 
That ( ne l y one ma> stc il within the great 
Silences 

The stlence of our m mories 
Whereon already fail the snou oi >cirs , 

1 ove s silence whose ai andoned t( r 1 
No tender hand makes 1 loom , 

Silence of hopes long s king, uhicri 
Have died like beggars m the hlch , 

Silence of faith, whose torch has been put out 
By life and doubt 



GREGOlRr LE KOY 


Si 


Wa, 


* silenced our 1 rotlu rs, in they gh \ , 

"ate monks ngil, tern, 

Eidown, vithout i c il u ^ i( ur si 1c 
t with Truth s j mm 
*h|Ld come wi suv b it f the w >rl 1 
land orclnr 1 \ islurn cur eve 
Lthey ertcrc 1 in, oui i ] or souls 
» together with our th u lit, the mjJ t 
secrets each y ll ii reveal , 
p’jb shadows t ich ft I m dispel , 
ju?an tell us wlutlur we ti vt walked 
^road whcie G > l s l in 1 p nnUd i 
" j oui children, il* wnc Sf life seemed hound 
inth our own mo L mini ik ly 
t far, alone in the l rc it fight 
i Infinity, and T th m 1 I)e ith 

that their Ii ill wlucli uur Innds have 

gazing of our ej in theirs 
[r voices uttering n thought, 
common hops in l self mu n f , 

^Vemngs lived l u eath c ne lain] , 
hours upon f ne d il toul, 

^medock of destiny - 

[Verging files i i evermore 1 
ly we are ale ne, ) fir 
,t we can c n th vast expanse 
us and divide us 1 1 

child’s eyes, the e Lcautiful fondled han Is, 

' Intertwined 111 e woven flowers, 

^perhaps, and reecgnizcd each olhei, 
friends, or stranger ahno t, wl » 
wjll resume their sej mate wa> 
at silence from us fn removes 
love for which our en«u s longed. 



6 
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1 o, in the uni' cise our soul is lost T 
The child of our imn blood, who, piously, 

Some last, li t night will conu to clo c our eyes, 
How he is one., hi^ fate how otherwise t 

Ilian ours, how Mi unloved and liow alone! 

He enters hie ' Ik is no m «e our own 1 

1 hus sh 11 (hey go tow nils the call, 

I ill, lone 1 and elt sp >ih rl of a 1, 

Naked a j x>i we fice the eternil houi t 
And, eu our heart as a temple with no god, 
Anel closiel our soul t > eurj new delight, 

1 mpty oiu hanik, an 1 in nir eyes no ight, 

We shall mal e question of must Ives What tlft t 
Unites this lowest, lament il Jc thing 
We ire to Inline rtalit) > 


MAURICE MAETERLINCK, 

1862 — , 


mr hothouse 

O t to i iioitsi m the forest de< ps f 
And your doors f i ever c 1 j el’ 

An 1 ill there is bin alh jour dome 1 , 

And under mj oul v joui analog 

The thoughts of a pr ncess who is hungrj^j 
The w eanness of a saik r in the desert, *•»-" 
A brass bind at the windows of incurables^ 4 
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Go to the warmest c < rners ' 

You think of a worn ni f 1 n ed on a day ( f har\cst, 
'f&ereare post 1 1 1 1 ms in 1 li uil\n 1 ■>! the In sj iul 
Afar goes by a hun lei til ell l ect me 1 nurse 

** * r 

around m the m >onh lit 1 
<Q frothing here 1 in its ] 1 o') 

Y<>ty think of a mad \\< 1 mb foi herjud es, 
war at full ^ul 11 a nnal 
Bitd» Of night on lilies, 

A knell at noon, 

{DofyHi yon ler under the 1 ell glasses ) 

* A baiting place of si k 1 1 n rn »he muf ilan Is, 
AfrjtflOur of ether 1 \ unny li> 

ft. 

M$teod' my ( od ? uh si ill u have the 1 11 n, 
Ani the snow arc! t/ c win 1 in the h th u c f 
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In a m innlight whf re glimmer the lorn 
I ilit. f lh< i m rrows , 

\ m unlight \vh re nothing is born 
Bat it hainB in the shadow of sorrQW$*&i 


llOrilOlM Ol W1ARINESS 

h 

) \vr \i i\i ss blue ;i the breast * 

Wedding the better sight. 

In tin wi \ ing, w in moonlight, *. 

O my 1 1 1 . 1 1 — beams with languor opprg$$edJ 


This \veanness blue evernioie, 

Wheie tlirt ugh the deep window 
A in i h l li hi t are seen, ^ 

W ltli m< n an 1 with glass covered * 


The mighty forests undying 
Whose nightly forgetfulness, 
Likt i dreim motionless, 

On the roses of p ission is lying ; 


Where rises a slow waWr beam. 
Mingling the moon and the skjf*J 
In a glaucous, eternal sigh, *; 
Monotonous as a dream 


DARK OHLRINC 

I m im my poor werk, which 
Is like the dream of the dead, 
And 0 e moon on the launa rich 
Oi my remorse is shed 
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JVith swords my wishes crowned, 

'• Violet snakes th it cieep 

Through my dreams an 1 cnl ( e in 11 
{dpns in sunshine drowned 

in far water ^reen, 
t$sed hands that never hill o] c, 
Stems of hatred btlwt ui 
;ows of love withf ut hi pe 

the song, L< 1 1 ( 7 ( 1 ' 

And let my sad ] 1 i>ti ri e 
''"h'de the scattere 1 m >n on the d 
eps night at the 11111 if the skie 



£THr III VK1 s I 01 I Vli 1 


DftJv the l hie cry t al I ell 
Of my reveries tire J an l ill 
ijf griefs mtangit le 
prow gradually still 

of symbols thr ngin 
tiles of pleasures of old 
jsfe slow palms of n y I mging 
Bind weeds oft, m ) ses cold 


1 * in the centre ol them, 
a One rigid lily heaves 
frail and pallid stem 
Over the dolorous Itaves 



> Jeep, 
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\nd in I lie fleams (hit it \ ours, 

I ike i gradual m ion towards the bare- 
Hue crystal he nen soar* ^ 

Its mystical white prayei 


SOUL 

Mtc oul f 

0 m> son! >o shclttic vtrily 

\nd the c xks J m> lesircs m a hot house * 

Wailing for a tcni| c t on the meadows T 

let us g> t ) tlie nit t I \tri h patients 1 

1 hey Jnvc ^tr in^o exhal ill ns * 

In the nn Idle of then I cross i battlefield* ^frUll my 
mother 

They are 1 urying i i ill n eon i i le at noon, 

While the senlinel aie eating their repast 

Let us s i also tr the weikest 
They ha\e stian^, pel piratic ns * 

IWc is a sick bri e, 

Treason on the Sunday, 

And htt’e children in pri-> n 

(And further on, thruuji the vapour,) 

Is this a dying worn in it i kite! l s door ’ * 

Or a ister shell in , \ ca 3 at the bed’s of ah 

ineuiable «* w * 

\hd last uf all It l ns l > the most sad 

(I ist ut all, foi they hut \ oison ) A 

O 1 my bps accept the kisses of a wounded one I* 
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AIL the thattlaiPL'; have du cl of hurgei this summer, in 
tfte turrets of m> seul f 
H^re is the daybreak entering the lestiv il ' 

I catch a glimpse of sheep th d slra> on cpiajs, 

Atj 4 tftpre is a sul at the windows of the hospital 

There a long roid from inj Jicut unto m> oul 1 
And all the sentinels ire de id it the r post f 
v 

One day there was i poo^lilll 1 an pict in the suburb* of 
my aoul ' 

Hemlock was bun*; mi wn one Sjn lay n >rnmg 
And all the virgins of the coni m wen w Uenmg ves els 
passing on the puiiI, e 1 iy A fis ing and of 

sunshine, 

White the fcwans were i mini, i n ler i \ oisun us l ridge , 
They W fee pruning liees i n 1 the j rison, 

They were bringing me heme ^ one ifterno m in June, 
And ipe&ts of pilient ueic I eing pieid it ill the 
horizons 1 

My soul l * 

And thd^aadness of it all, m> s ul 1 and the sadness of 
it all I 


$ L^SSITUDI 

kisses know n J >nger wheie t j u st, 
For^hhnd and cold the. iy s were they ciressed , 
Henceforth aslei p in ] lendi l i event they 
Watch dreamily, as in the gra s dc in i>, 
grey horizon hi r led slice} f 11 ia/e 
Ppon the turf the moon s diJievehe 1 rays, 
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kissed by the 'un, dark as their life is dark ; 
Indifferent, without an envious '►park 
1 or plcisuie s roses undci them unclosing. 
And tl is 1 ng, green, ununderstood reposing. 


TIKI I) \\ II D B\ Vs IS 

0 i Minim ind i ission surbs, 

And sobs that the id 1 re ist heaves * 
S and witn Inlf cloKd eyes 
imiiF eh hevelled haves, 

hate s hycn is slouching, 

My sin s yellow d i ' s, and, large, 

Vt the weary, pM desert s marge, 

1 ne lions of lo\e ire ciouching ’ 

In a listle s are im they lie. 

And languid md ipprcssed, 

Lndcr their colouile sky 

I hey witch, and sh ill without rest, 

t 

Temptation's sheep together, 

Or one by one, depart, 

\nd in the moon at tether 4 

I he passions of my hear* 


j usrhi i i Mnais 

w 

ft 

III ik ire II 1 lies inarching f>a$t, 
Ore am jfLcr beam ie ling by, 

Dr< am after dre an failing fast ; 
Hope's days are duoued to die 1 
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To whom must we flee to-day 1 
No slar to show us whereto ; 

But icc on our hearts thrown gray, 

And in the moon linen blue 

i. 

Sob after sob is trapped ! 

Tireless the sick in the city, 

The grass of the Iambs is lapped 
, In snow, Sweet Saviour, pity 1 

* 

But I, till the sleep is done, 

' Await, I shall waken soon, 

' I wait for a hi 1 le sun 
» On my hands iced i»y the moon. 


THE HOSPITAL. 

HOSPITAL 1 Hospital on the canal 1 

Hospital in July 1 

There is a fire m the room 1 

While ocean liners Now their wliiatle on the canal 1 


(O 1 do not come near ihc windows ') 

Emigrants are crossing a palace 1 
I see a yacht in the tempest 1 
I see docks on all the ships • 

(It is better to keep all the windows closed, 

One is almost sheltered from the outside.) 

It is like a hol-house on snow, 

You are going with a woman's churching on a stormy 
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You have a glimpse of plants shed <Ar a Imen sheet, „ 
Thtic is a conflagration in the sun, 

And I cross a forest full of woundtd men. ! 

0 ! now at last the moonlight * 

\ jel of water rise* in the middle of the room ! 

A troop el little girl* h ilf open the doo* ' 

i ’*<' 

1 catch a gl npse of lamb-. on an island in the meadows! 
And ol be lutilul plants on a glacier * 

And lilies in a marble vestibule f " *** 

There is a festival in a vngin forest ’ 

And an oriental vegetation in a eave of ice ! 


Listen * the locks are opened ’ 

And the ocean liners stir the water of the canal f -I S' 

' J ti A 


O ! but the sister of charity puking the fire 1 A ’ « 


All the beautiful green rushes of the banks arc on 6re ! 

A vessel full of wounded men rocks in the md&hlight t 
All the King’s daughters are in a bark in the s£prtn ! ' 
And the Princesses are going to die in a field pf Kcmlock 1 

= '* 'fc* 

() f do not leave the lattices ajai ’ 

Listen : the ocean linci 1 - ^till are blowing thjfcif Whistle on 
the horizon 1 '■ p 


Some one is being poisontd in a garden * 

People arc banqueting in the house of their energies 1^ , 
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TheYQ stags in a town that is besie b td 1 
An4 & menagerie amid the lilies 1 
ThJ$rfci$ a tiopical vegetation in 1 coal pit 1 
AJ&fck of sheep is erossin., an ir >n bridge 1 
An<J {&£ lambs of the meadow are cjming sadly ini > the 
room 1 

a 

NO'®? tfec &tster of chanty lights the 1 imps, 

She brings the patient their meal, 

She ha^ dosed the windows nth l in d, 

And all the doors to the moon 


WIN n K D1 SlkLS 

I WEI I lor lip \\1 1 e 1 uef 
Red no kiss s hath k lown, 

And for k nging Ut to m in 
J[jl a reaped, rich li irvest of giicf 

Xhe ram must poi r and j our 1 

Or the sn >w is thiek 1 n the sward, 
While crouching wolves do ward 
My threshold of dreams evermore, 

; And watch in ni> s ill ever si to hin* , 

* With eyes 111 tho pi^>t nigh dead 
All the blood tn u of old was bhed 
Ofla nbs%n the hud ice dying 

Only the mi on with it r hill, 
monotonous 1 hie s lights, 

While autumn the thin gris^ l lights, 
My lon to inL, with hunger ill 
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ROUNDELAY Ol WEARINESS. 

I SlNt, l he dirges pale 
Of kisses lost and cold ; 

On lo\e*s thin grass I behold 
Wedding of them that ail. 

In my slumber voices sing ; 

IFow nonch dant they are 1 
\nd in streets without sun or star 
1 lies are opening. 

These things my heart desired. 

These Hi >hls that backward fall. 

Are the poor in a palace hall, 

And in the dawn candles tired. 

At the grim night’s threshold I launch 
Mine ojc*. far out, ind 1* now 
That the mo >n, with its linen slow / 
And bli c, my dreams will stanch. 


BURNING GLASS 

Ancifn r hours I behold 
Under regrets ripening. 

And fairer flora spring 
1 rom their stei ts’ a/uri n otHc 


Desires blow thr igli my spun 

O glass upon my desires f * 

And the witheicd glass my soul href. 
When breathing memories stir it. 
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It grows with my thoughts for mould, 
And in the blue fleeing fist 
I see the gtiefs of the past J 

Their flower petals, unfold 

Itfy soul through intm lies gropes, 
heels the touch r f thur 
Curtaining dead in ihin 
And greens with olhu hopt s. 


LOOKS Ol I \ I b 

looks of po >i , lire l < > t s ! 
i and mine 1 

) that are no more ind those that shall be 1 
Cod, these that never shill at rive ind tli >se that notwith 
% e §h£Miding do exist • 

Sami $$em to be visiting 11k [ oor on a Sunday , 

Some Itfe like sick pcopk *ith no home , 

Some alre like Iambi mam adow covered with linen 
And these unusual looks 1 

There 'Ate some under whose viult arc people watching 
„tjbe execution of a virgin in a closed room, 

And stone Jhat make one think of unknown melancholies > 
Ofp&ttdftts at the windows of a f etory, 

OfS jgafdener who has turned weaver. 

Of A am mer afternoon in a museum of waxen images, 

Qt jaeifeftaghts of a queen who watches i sick rain tn 

Of will Out. of camphor m the forest, 

Ol4talfngJgi princess up m a tower, some festal day. 

Of mlfec for a whole week on a warm < nal 
rawijl those who come out with shoi steps like con 
* £ -|$|jttyscents at harvest time 1 
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Pit) all tho't who lor k h 1 e children 
mol time 1 

Pity thflk , ls t f tli v imlt 1 min who 
Mir s eon. 

Ills looks like It its un 1 r 111 storm ' 

Pity the lool s ot tl e tt mj tul virgin r 
(O’ nv r«, I mlk u s ->n ti tin. in lilt darkne$kl 
Vnd thi vin nt ilc a I um 1 lie uj ills') 

And tht 1 oks i f llit mi in wli j sur< mnbs 1 4 I 
Princess 1 andontd 111 swani|K> without an issue! 

An 1 thts ejeswherun vessels in full sail vanish lit by 
the tempest * 

Anil the \ ity of ill (he c looks which suffer ^th ttpt 
bein rt r otlur where ' 

And all the sufi< rings mdislinct and >et diverse * 

And these that never am me will un lei stand * 

And thest poor 1 >oks ni^h mute ' 

And these ] oor looks tint vvhispt r ' 

And these | ojr tilled l ml s ' 


gone astray at 
look^ up ait the 


Ilerc in our m 1 st one thinks one is in a cattle which 
erves as 1 h spit il ' 

And so nnny otln is 1 mk like tents, lilies of war, on the 
convent’s narrow lawn ' 

And so many others look 111 e wounded l^ejn fatting 
tended in i hot h »use 1 

And s many others Ink 'll a si&ter of ch^ZjyjDl) an 
ot an liner wher° theic an sick ' $ * 

O ' to have seen all then. looks ' 

To hive t iken all these 1 ) )ks into oncseK 1 * 

And to have c\haustc<l n me in 1 ueling thf m * 

And henu forth not to le able aiy more to dfcsfe my 
eyes ' 
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the soul in run nk.iit. 

My soul in the end is tired , 
Tired of her sad, sad stale. 

And of being undesued. 

Sad and tiled 1 await 
Your hands upon my face. 


I await >our pure hands, still 
As angels of ire might be, 

Till they bring the iing to me 
On my face yom fingers dull. 
Like a treasuie undci the sea. 

I await their healing deep. 

Not to die in the sun. 

To die without hope in the sun ! 
They wash m> burning eyes, 
Where so many poor ones sleep. 


Where so many swans on the sea, 
Are stretching, lost on the main. 
Their necks morose in \ain. 

Where along the gardens ol winter. 
The sick break roses in rain. 


I wait for your pure fingers yet, 
t Like angeK of icc &ic they, 

I wait till mine eyes they wet. 
The withered glass of mine eyes, 
Where the tired lambs are astray ! 
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songs. 


Into a, cave the maid she threw, 
A sign upon the door she drew ; 
The maul forgot the light, the key 
■ *11 down into the se^. 


She waited while the summer went : 
More than seven yea is she was pent. 
Every >eai a stianger passed. 


She waited while the winter went ; 
And while she wailed, waited yet, 
JIci hair the light could not forget.^ 


It sought the light, and found it out, 
It glided through the stones about,, ' 
And lit the rocks that held her pent 


One eve again a passer-by, 
lie knew not what die i alliance 
And dared not come amgh. 


lie thinks a portent is foretold, 
lie thinks it is a well of gold, 
lie thinks the angels are at play, * 
He turn^ aside, and wends his way. 
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II 

AND if he c omt baek some li>. 
What shall lx s ml to him 
One for him waited, s i) , 
u »Until her t > ^ r< \\ dn i 

And if , i;un lu pal \ 

x\nd did ih>l I n w in iin ? 
%iVc a si ter tii wci it i! , 
i * He m i’li t I c Mill tin^ soic . 

j^nd if he wnul 1 b lo’d 
?* -Where you Tie dwells n ▼ n >w 9 
Qjve him m> nn^ < 1 ^ 11, 

And bend jour sd nl hr >w 

Attdif he i i the 1 1 k s lit I , 
And sec tin du-d \ i llu* Ik or? — 
Show him the lamp s burnt wick, 

* Show him the open dot r 

And if his list Ik ilh, 

, And ask how ><>u fell iil ep 3 — 
TeH him I smiled m (hath, 

* For fear kst lie sh uld weep . 

* afS & 


nr 

t TjIRBR little much ns they have Inn, 
uJq find out what their hearts cont nn 
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The first of them was brimmed with blisSp , 
And everywhere her blood was shed 
1 or full three years three serpents hiss. 

f 

Ihc see ind full c f km lntss sweet. 

And everywhere her blood was shed, y 
rinn land tlnce \eais h i e uass to 

1 he thiul vva full »f pain nd rue, 

\nd every whi re h riilo >d was shed, \ ' 
hree seraphim watch three years thrdugaf 


ljiit muds wiLli the bindaged eyes 
(Do of! the bind-, of gold) 

1 he mai Is with the band iged eyes 
Are seeking then destinies . 

"Went in at the no m of day 
(kttp on tin binds of gold) 

In i the gite went th< y 
Of tl e palan ol piairics gray 

Life saluting then, 

(Tic cl jse the binds of gold) 

I ife saluting then, 

1 hey next r c un< _> it again 


Thf three » hnd sisteis, b 
(Let not our h oe grow cold; 
The three blind sisb rs 
Have their lamps ol gold. 
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Into the tow t r they climb, 

(We, you, and they) 

Into the tower th< y climb 

Wait till the seventh 

v 

Ah ' said Lht hi L >n 

(Still hopes the huU, and Ji^hN) 
Ah f said the first i m 
I can lu ar oi^r I Ills 

* 

^Ah 1 said the econ 1 , bt n(lin h , 
(rhey, you, iml wc ) 

^ Ah 1 said the secon I, l ending, 

^ It 13 the King asccndin 

Nay, sai 1 !h in tin \ 

(Still be our c in^c t( ill) 

W&Y, said th« s mitlK i 
y Oui lights I nt ll ^onf cut 


\ I 


seven vn gins of Oilnn mile, 

^ When the fury hid pissed away, 
’rJbeuseven virgins of Orlamondt, 

M ^Skttight the gales of d i> 

'Haw'it the wick of their seven 1 nterns 
Ha/e opent 1 , llight by flight, 
cThe door of full foui hundred ch imbers, 
But have not found the light 
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They come unto the sound ing t'ucrns. 

Go down, wnh com age cold. 

And in the loch of i closed portal 
i ind a key of r*ohl 

Tin u^i Hie chinks they ^rc the ocean r 
rhty uc id of death 
Ihn n >t opr, knock it H «. poitil, 

\\ ilh l> ited I r a(h t 

\ il 

MU ludlhri diadems of gold, 

1 o whom did she give them ? c 

Does one unto her patents bring • 

And they hwi l ought three reeds of gold/' 
And kept it till Lhe b] ring. 

Giv s one unt j her 1 »\Lrs all 

An 1 they have b ught three nets of Sliver, 

And kept il till the 1 ill 

One she t j her children brings : 

And they ha\e bi ought three iron rings, 
And chuned it up the Winter long* 


Towards tl palace she c ime— 

The sun \ is scarcely rising- 
1 owards the palio he nine, 

The knights all gazed, surmising. 
Silent was eveiy dame. v 
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She stopped before the gate — 

*^The Sun was scarcely rising — 

She stopped before the gate , 

They heard the Oiu.cn descending, 

^ddthe King questioning hei 

Where aie you wending, where arc you wending? — 
One scarce can s c, take caic- 
Where arc you wen ling whcic arc >ou wending? 

Does some one \\*ift i n \u Lhcrc? 

But she made answer net 

She carile clown toward tne Stiangcr,— 

Take care, one scarce cm cc — 

Shecame down toward' the Stranger 
The Stranger kissed I he. < v > icen. 

No word did either sa> , 

But Went straightwij . 

The King at the gate u » weeping 
Take care, one scarce can sec 
The King at tin gile w is weeping , 

They heaid the Que n dej nling 
They^ heard the le ives 1 mu \vcc| n 


t&OV have lij lltd th lamps, — 

O 1 the si i in l lie to irden * 
Yo/have lighted t lie limps. 

The sun through the fissures si info. 
Open the gates of the ^arden 
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The keys of the tloors are lost, 

We must wut, we must wait always, 
lbc key s are fallen from the tower. 

We must wait, we mu t wait always. 
Wo must wait for other days 

N 

Other b\s shall open the doors. 

The forest keeps lilt 1 >1 s 
Around us burn thi holts. 

It is the h^ht of the d ad leaves. 

Winch burn on the doors thresholds, . 

The other days ire wearisome, 

The other days are also shy. 

The other d i\ s will nc vt r come, 

The other days shall lls i die, 

We too shall die here by and bye. 


\ 


I ha\ i sought for thirty yeais, my sisters* 
W hcie hide*! be e\cr? 

I lia\c sought for thirty years, my sisters,* 
And four 1 him nc\er 

1 ha\e w alkcd for thirty years, my 
Tired ar^ my feet and hot 
lit was t erywhcit, nn listers, 

1 \ishng *i f 



1 li hour is ’ 1 in the en 1, my sisfer% 
Take otf n y slioon ^ 

The evening is dying al u, my listers. 
My sick soul will swoon 
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Your years aie sixtt.cn, my sisters* 
The far pi 11 ns are l lue. 

Take you my start, my sisters. 
Seek also you 


GEORGES MARLOW 

I$72 - 


WOMIN. IN hi SIGN YTTOIm 


SQn Your poor hantl 1 leiccd 1 > (he nul. 
With hope s 1 >n clinging, the ol l 
Women ha\c ri lei then cold 
Souls without feeling an 1 frail, 


In the hush \ou ar 1 naming 111 

This night, j,ood T 1 1 ' And tlicy si i 
To the prodigals \% indcnm 
In the wildernesses of sin 


are saying, these \ nc in pun, 
v'They must sullti long until 
^Theheavcnlv diwn shall (ill 
l!$l£ir songs with l rightness ig 1111 

■That smre Y 011 ha\c wept ibovc 
' The sins of the ma 1 human r 1 

Tney mus wash with tcais the r fict 
And pray to \ ou long m love. 
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On Your poor hands pierced by the nail. 
With hope’s long clinging, the old 
Women have rested l heir cold 
Souls without feeling and frail. 


SOULS OF THE EVENING. 

Vim E the spindle merely sings. 

Old women Mng your complaint. 

The gas- lamps are misty and faint. 

And the night to the water clings. 

Now Jesus walks where greens 

The dark, cobbled alley, and rests 
His poor, pierced hands on the breasts 

Of dreaming Magdalcncs ; 

And ol every orphan child. 

And of houses holy with prajci, 

Mary Mother ha*, tare . 

Sing, Jesus meek and mild 


Stands in your doorwajt,' gloom, 

Ami hears jour hymn beseech . . , 
Let the honey nt II r- M>rech 
Your desokiu hearts pti lume ' - 


The Shepherd <>t ..traying shot p 

Shall lead you home to the /old . .V. 
Hut your soul, old women, must weep, 
Remembering its wound' of old. 



Albert Mockel. 


105 


Love, and the heart’s long burn, 

' ' The wounds of hope ever sick, 

. And childhood’s dreams falling quick, 
>5hed and dead turn by turn. 

Lord, on old women have pity, 

Whose soul, fair fragile toy, 

Touched hy the kiss of the uty, 

Dreams of the sun of joy f 


ALBERT MOCKEL. 

1866.— 


THE HIRE. 

SLENDER, and so virginal, hut why no! somewhat 
languid? — her casque of gold' n hair i>> starred sometimes 
with mellow sparks, and mellow is her mauve silk dress 
soft in its folds. 

She is all music, in the music nf her movements 
bathed, they also soft with pensive grace, and very slow 
with- suppleness that undulatingly unrolls. 

An v evening party. She has danced, she dances still. 
Men dar^ and fair have come and led her off, under the 
chandeliers in this insipid music, insipid, and amusing 
her.. Much has she danced (O all tins light ') and feels 
a little < weary, weary. Ves, several waltzes; of her 
partners on p could talk, or nearly couid;— but he is 
sVSty* an,d his fish eyes middle-class. The other, on her 
pIQgtangme next, is far more handsome, surely * his keen 
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eyes hive metallic glints, his hair is glossy black; ha is 
Italian, is he not, i r cist fri m Hungary ? 

Ah » here he cotnts 

Two heads mclim, she tal c in arm they waits* 

This wait/, it rolls with a voluptuous rhythm, in 
harmony with tl rhythm of the Girl, like convoluted 
masse, musically vapirous ami very heavy, volutaS 
withoi ( enil and emve c i curvt They dance* then 
curves J ive trices of tare m in t hr ur, their undulations 
an a i t lascivious music she is very tired, she 

has m tngth is on hu cavaliei she leans f her thought 
is vague, si vagiu al ng the twining curves, vague Bn 
volutis without end, anl with the contours of their 
curves These curvrs ut turning round lasciviously; 
she thinks no mjie, she turns, she turns, she ufldglates 
in ur an 1 in the music s 1 isscs, tickled by ^ttiethmg 
drunken, by this air winch brushes her, this ball S— '$he 
shivers 

Now nothing more, her eyes sec nothing; things that 
turn, vague tilings volutas v igut without an end, and 
turves that tliig her on in velvet lhythms But all the 
things iroum 1 cr turn Ij> vaguely, t jo vaguely cycles 
tmn ljarbanr mad ill of i turning turning; and if 
she Iool igain he will l e sure to fall ’ 

The wait? con t unit s and lasciviously rolls, rolls in the 
dizzinc s of tuinin^ things, mid cycles, and all this 
softntss, curves tint 1 in^msli (it to swoon* 
and t /he the enzy di//me s of al* these vague aftd 
rum nunl i nt thn is it \c h r life she keeps her 
look on him Ik jliigis his deep 1 Dvyn into thd great 
vague cyt s before him intil Ik e t m shuddering 
Tins man, 1 ns eyes ar <hinii li lively beautiful* thfy 
slnne with gleams fan islic tnd from (hefy fluid comes 
pervert d charm, burning an 1 d miniting, almost animal, 
and with a glaucous ,lint that troubles her 
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This well nigh bcstn .1 look upon n somewhat pensive, 
handsome face . And it is she, she Ashamed, 
in Spite of all her dizziness, she lakes away her eyes from 
hilQ who seeks to conquer her Hut .ill is turning, all 
theser things, these viguc things turning, turning O too 
much ! she shuts her eyes to see them not, sht could not 
open them again, the rhythms beai her onward crossing 
one another, brushing some lascivicis clirvt again, the 
vagueness, O such viguenes nl ihe cra/\ cycles and 
lascivious curves iliat ravish lui DclieiU tilillition 
like a feather s sudden touch cite Lubes her, Inlffnnting 
and surrendering she fle its like foham on lus nm , this 
arm f that like a very soft and \ owcful billow hears and 
cradles her; sweetly, irre istibly circsses her, bearing 
her Onward, circling her with a voluptuous embrace, 
and M \ no, no T his eyes through her closed lids she 
feels them, and then gluu 1 is flame that pierces, 
conquers her lhis ghucous look, this virile and 
determined look, it weighs uj on hci, haunting the soft 
eddyings of the wait/, — iml is not this a breath that 
brushes her, the stifle 1 wirn th cf a desiring breath, 
man’s breath on het neck 

But the waltz bears her on in whirling, vague, 
voluptuousness. 


" THE SONG OJ i\ l NNING WATI K 

<4 TttE light that my embanking mci low lives 
0 *er me like 1 pun 1 l illc vv glide 
Naked yi its limpid m 1 tnnsj uent avc , 
tt is the magnifying 1111 igc wherein I 
Am the diaphanous shadow of the si \ 
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O beam ! . . . O dream of fire that fills me . . 
lie, my heroic vow that with emotion thrills me, 

Comes ! . . but when his (bine has lapped me wholly, 

T'rom over me he mes, fleeing slowly, 

And in my being I can hear n being die. 


Beautiful is the forest, who^c 
O’er-leauing lea\es temper my Languid heat, 
Stripped 1 v the wind ot gold Iimsirew*., 

And inyri.i leaves are from each other singled, 
Dancing to fall upon their glancing selves, 

And playfully to emulate the frivolous deceit 
Of a bird’s pinion with my waters mingled. 


Breezes, trills of songbirds warbling vvilh a breast that 
wells, 

All that lives and makes the forest ring retells 
The melody I murmur to my tall rccd-grasses, 

Aery music that us spirit glasses. 


(> forest » O sweet forest, thou inviLest me to rest 
And linger in thy shade with moss and sfiavegrass 
dressed, / , 

Imprisoning me in swoon of soft caresses B „ , f 1 

That o’er me droop tliy dense and leafy tresses*; 


But on I glule, I go, and, lietful, 

Pass under thee, gliding an ay my life forgetful. 

The evanc'-''**** ul, the soul whuc thou weit glassed. 
Fades, and leaves my sealed eyes nothing of the past.\ 
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Faraway from me are gone 

All the glimpses that upon me shone 

To other forests ami to other lights, 

Shaking my hair from fall to /all, from spate to spate, 
I glide with hands untied, and imply eyed, 

With endless hours that fetter and control my fate. 


Wandering shadow ol a reverie hoiked and pent. 

Sister of all those whonrtny w.in’i 1 nti/ip, 

Intangible as a soul, and, like' .1 soul, 

Unfit to seize, I roll 

Garlands of scattered memories whose scent 
Dies in a bitter sap. 

And neither who I am nor whence I am I know . . . 
Under my fleeting images live* but one being. 

That winds with all my windings whither they are 
fleeing . . . 

O thou whose tired feet I have bathed, and hervy brow, 
And the caress of avid hands, — 

O passer-by, my brother listening to me now ! — 

Hast thou not seen, from the waste mountains’ threshold 
to my far sea-sands, 

Born and reborn in me, strong as the whipped flood-tides 
of love’s emotion, 

The broad, unbroken current rolling me to the ocean? 


Hast thou not seen, force without end, immortal rhythm 
and rhyme, 

Desire imj^lling me beyond the bounds of Time?” 



no 
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Fu ry lnnd that touches me I jjrc ct 
With kij i welcoming, caies^s sweet. 

Thus in my ciy I il s li iked lx auty I — 

With nothing save a little gold a on my lips a 
live -- 

Give i >scli wholly to tin iiyiuth unknown 
That ks the burning ol my own. 

Queen of joy,— queen and slave, — 

Mistress that taken passes on agun, 

Mocking the lova she throws to still 

Desire, I have blown madness at my pleasured will 

To the four winds that rave 

Say you that 1 am vam J 
List 1 

I an» feeble, scarcely 1 c\i t 

Vet listen : for I can be cvciy thing. 

This mouth, th at never any kiss could close, 
Capriciously in sub' It hres it blows. 

The jewelled garlands of a shadowy blossoming* 

Tulin of gold or ruby, dense 

Corolla of dark pur] i<e opulent , v 

Stem of a lilial diamon 1 ^ 

I lowered upon a limpid pond 

That nothing save the b ,ak of wood doves troubles* 

I am sparkling, I am si > ^ing, — and I laugh td see, 
Ascending in this colourless &oul of me, 

As might a dream, a thousand iridescent bubbles* 
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For the lover drunk ui on my lips that burn, 
Whethtr he poui in turn 

The wines of gold and flame or line > w-uc to 

my rim, 

Drinks from my soul for ewr slran je to him 
A queenly splendour 01 the i tdimcc of the skit , 

Or fury scoiclunp when tin haimful iub> Ins 
In the bitter cmmsil of my jt ilr us toj i/es 

And, tears or joy, d£lm mi, daring drunkenness, 
From all this passion th U lo his is married 
Nothing of me will uish unto 1ns an 1 
Li 6s, save the siiiq It u 1 the limpid light 
Whose gleam is wedded t > my empty chalice 

What matter i 1 ha\t De ne his cloudland 

palace, 

And on iny ct intern s 1 m breast 
Love lets the 1 ope of 1 Inphanous flight 
Languish, and softly rest . . 

And I laugh, tin fr igin , fnvolous sister of I ve ’ 
Forme in nights of in t lne s diunken Imids uphcaae 
Higher than all fort he i Is to the eon-stellated skies, 
And then I am the ud 1 n stai of lits, 

That into troubled joys dai»s deep Us radiant 
gleam — 

The sweet, ptrhuious happiness of Ditain 


TIIE CHANDELIER 

JEWELS, ribbons, naked necks, 

And the living bouquet that the corsage decks; 
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Women, undulating the soft melody 
Of gestures languishing, surrendering . . . 

And the vain, scattered patter of swift words . . . 

Silken vestures flmMng, fires bright, 
hurtivc ronversr, gliding giant e-., futile kiss 
Of ryes that Hitting ricud alight like birds, 

\rui llec, and roinc again rotjuellishly ; 
laughter, . nd lying . and all II) mg away 
To the slr'T'i that ‘•inn the fnvtiJfius Miami aioimd. 

Lo, here the burning beauty of a rose 
Has fallen . . 

And feeble in its wasted grace it lies, 

Exhaling its bruised loveliness, the while, 

Like Low among the smiles, 

It dies. 

Eddying skirts, gay giddiness . . ihe festival is closed, 

While somewhat of uiiea'.incss still palpitates, 

No void subsists of vanished voices : 

And nothing on the stained boards lias remained 
Except a stein, a chalice, —once a rose. 

but the forgotten chandelier, whose grandiose soul 

Unto the eyes of beauty dedicates 

Its glorious sheaf of fires without a goal, 

In halls deserted charms the solitude 

That nascent morning ‘•hods his pare breeze o’er* , 

* t/ 

And the dnvn weaves afar b > threads ol kght. 1 „ 

Know you that in the Oriei:, simple, earnest* bright, 

She whose burning soul immortal shows 

Arises 
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. . .'O light 1 


Down yonder, in the dcepci solitude. 

She who is born, and dies, anti u renew ul. 

Lift passionately rist under I he sky * 

The ileeing wave lu l mnmreil m ils h«*< 11 
The young smile of tin. golden 11 1 *n, 

That comes across (he pi 1111 wle n w In u! and i>e 
Grow green, and with (he Month d.L\vn inU rl wme . . . 
Behold: consumed nndcMlic ndi> shine 
tn which its glory’ 1 * and fnim* _ \haiists itself, 

The chandelier is paling ,\l (in. lueudi of Death, 

And burns its throes oul in (he f.ic< of the Sun 



THK ANGIOL 


Some one here lias gonr 10 < kep. 


While yet the sun is ar the lit iven s run, 
Under the shadows of donud ilex, creels. 
Innocent, tired, upon (lie happy griss he rests. 
And the shadow, scarcely moving o»er him, 

, Prolongs around his sli < p (In In m o! night 

Who is this child thus dawning on our sight J 
Is it to any one among \oii Known 
Whence comes this adole*ai,i, white 
Traveller, who has hall, d wuh us in the night ? 

Comes he' from seas af.n , 

Where islands arc ? 

Or from unkempt 

Forests, or^rom sterile plains, 

.Whose vastness ncvci an\ man has dieai it? 
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Naked and while is he. The stones that clot 
The road, his feet and knees have wounded not ; 
There is upon Ins brow something we dread . , . 
Whence counts lie, with his beauty diglit, 
lie who has ]■ ilud with ns in the night? 

Ill-, hair is spicad 
Like a wave of light : 

His <-! ^sed hand holds a llowcr unknown ; 

And . " his while of an encl^mted thing 
Is likt 1 cloiul scape doubly shown 
In waters mirroring 

O brothers, take 

Care that his sleep ye do not break i 

But what a snow is this that trembling gleams 
Krad on his flank, and bimes him in our sight? s 
And these strange beams. 

That like a white and -cint diant raiment drape 
Ills limbs in folds ol IigliL? 

O brothers 1 1 have «ccn . . . It is a wing . . . 
Look ye : this is, immoilal shape, 

An angel slumbering. 

In the light morn, where flic holm its shadow flings, 
The wanderer adown Ile.uen’s azure steep , 

Has closed his rn^tic wing>» . 

An angel here has g.me to sleep ' * \ U 

Never a movement riinvers 
To trouble the transparent, limpid air: 

NoL a leaf shners ... ✓ 

It is an angel sleeping there. s 
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What sifencc ! O what calm without an end ! 

Whence did the sti anger unto us descend ? 

Did he, a weak, frail enemy advance 

Before the One who strikes, and wills us pi one i 

Or wCrc Iheic monsters U> he ovoitlnown. 

Some day of courage blind, jucuul with his lame, 
And then his wing grazed Deitli * 

But no, lor with a smile his mouth uiic.It lj . 

And in the silence he icpost 

• 

O let us whisper ! Let the shadow’s dome 
Lengthen the hour of sleep with its fresh gloam 
Perchance his soul local space, but tender 
And human still, grew weny of ihe bare 
And ^rid splendour of unvaulled air. 

And all this sun-^wept eiliei limiLlcss . 


Sad was lus heart one da\, feebler his soul, 

His brow too heavy; and, without a go il, 
Wandering through dnthh ss i jdiance loathing it, 
lie closed his eyes above 
The dizzy vast of love, 

And, keeping at Ins Hank his shainul wing*., 

Down floating, on the earth alit 


But when, awakening, to feet he springs. 
Angered, his resistless wing', will soar and lly, 
Resounding through the A/urc they devour; 

And, virgin, with a supernatural, clear cry, 

He in the dawn will fade, in the infinite hour, 

Like the keen dream tliat darts througn cosmos deep* 
When a naming meteor leaps, 

And lights the worlds between. 
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I'HK MAN WITH THE LYRE. 


No man Umm-t whence, fiom very lar, 

Came a man wlm Imre .1 lyie, 

And Iik, t*)L> won* bright ns a madman’s .are; , 

And In' sang a ■•ong c ! Ihl 
To Uu* -.hurt slnngs ul In-. lyre, 

The* love of women, and vain, languishing desire, 

Upon hi yrc. * 

Ills lyre was fin.il, and flowered with roses pale ; 

And so sweet rose the voice of his breath. 

That as far as a man’s eye. wandereth, 

From the mountain to the vale, 

From the valley to the forest, from the forest to the 
plain, , - . 

Ran the young men, and the lasses sprang 
To hear the dulcet stiain of pain he sang. 

“ He’s a proud •inn,” said all the men. 

‘‘ Like a soul speaking is this voire of his, 

So sad and trmlei, fit to make you swoon, 

Ills voice is like a woman’s kiss - 
“ I lo !’’ they said - said all the lasses then — ( / 

He is a lover, with Ins lyre ? ‘ ' 

Sweetly he speaks, so sweetly wiih his lyre, 

We fairi would weep, and would I dying soon* • * 

Hut now the singer’s void has changed, he sings* 

Upon the long chords 01 his lyre 

The deeds of men, and dukes, and kings. 

Warring afar from Ophir to Cathay, 
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And over all the earth in great array, 

And weapons shocked by which Lhi soul is rocked, — 
And golden onflammes spread to the breeze’s breath 
To celebrate the joy of life in death. 

11 O ! ” the men, “ Alas 1 ' the la^i ■>. said, 

“ We understand no longer whnt you say. 

Your voice that soared, like any wing 
t Freed but now from the^rcat paradise. 

Has gone, — perhaps more proudly hovering, -- 
We know not in what countiy now it Hies.” 

" O I 1 * the men, “ Alas * ” the lasses said 
And children, string by string, 

Cried under dazzled skies. 

Now for his grave nun\ ' nice tlic singer tries 
The greatest chord of all the lyre. 

And to the gravest chord of all lie saith 
Hope that for very youth soars in a brent h, 

And stretching like a wakened beast desire. . 

And lo ! already, by the willows ol the river, 

Beautiful Joy who passes binding ciowns turns her aside. 

And suddenly tempestuous grief rings far and wide, 

Its strength awakening from the mystery of the chords 
Dream-voices that deliver . . . 

And lo ! our fists arc clench* d and leaping towards 
Death’s iron gates, and bruised recoiling thence 

“Holla the men said ; and the J isscs laughed 
’ M Holla 1” the men said, “surely he is d,iit 1 
♦ He sings, he comes we know not whence ; 

What would he have from us ? Wc have no pence 
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(And the lasses laughed.) 

Follow,” 1 lie lapses said, “the werwolf we have 
started ” 

And men and maids stoned hnn with pebbles of the way, 
And, twining arms and waists, so glad and gay, 

Singing and laughing, all departed, 

Laughing and binging, laughing all the way. 

Kilt no v the solitude is moulding 
A long - isil folding and unfolding 

Is it an unseen angel’s touch ? As in the grey 
Silence might a phantom shape s, 

Thai comes, unrolls its raiment, and escapes, 

A voice flees, when the breeze lias touched and pas»ed ? 
And glides within the singing chords ... 

As a light wind sings at a vessel's mast, 

The sweet lmath mounting from the river towards 
The singer, binds a chant on the lyre's chords. 

It is a wing u tinkling the vi'ive, and in it glassed ; 

It is the vague word moving Nature through and through, 
And which the human lip shall never speak. , 

And now it heats a soul into the blue ; 

And of a suddrn all the melody 

Kings out with such a grave accord towards 

The ^kies, that in ihe radiant deeps of ^pace the chords, 

Magnified, no man c.oi fathoi how, * 

Have brushed (Soil’s viewless brow 1 


SONG OF TKAKS ANI) LM/GHTER. 

Two women on the hill-snie stood, 

Where the long road vvindb through the tyoocl, 
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At dusk of <lay. 

One of them laughs, a-laughing glad ami gay, 

One of them sings, mocking all grimly rare ; 

The other moans, and sighs in her despair, 

The other sobs, crying her hoait away 

“ ITo !'* (says the one) “sv\ci t glides the luce/c, 
My drunken heart upon it decs 

The other moans, “•The wind Mows chill, 

My heart is O 1 so sad and ill. 

One told her story to tb*-* grass green hill 

** Years and ycais gone my husband \vi nl fn^ni me, 
(Upon the breeze my tauclucr bound- and blows r ) 
lie went to sail upon thr doleful sea. 

And Cod knows he hxs si nn his thousand foes. 

13 ut let the drunken hiet/c be blowing strong, 
lie will come back with April's sun ere long, 

And we shall laugh at troubles o’er and done, 
Counting the golden booty he has won.” 

So glad and ga>, she laugh* and sings hei song 

And the other moans 111 sorrow' broken-hearted , 
The words are bu>Un m her \oice that grieves 

* 4 .' 

‘*Th6 wind groans , 1113 soul with soirow hea\es; 
My lord, my liner lie is l.ir dojmled 1 
His flesh with mine was one. 

His soutf and mine were blent 
And yet one day Irum me he went. 
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Arul on my lips held out in vain, 

Like a Hr*ii i hung on the rim 
Of passion's cup idled full for him, 

Is trembling -till a kiss I gave not back again. 

Isir, far au.iv, upon the Moody plain, 

(O 1 in the wind the wailing wild of pain !) 
IVicp.ince he fell and now he dies. — or some 
Worn in ha? with hu lo\e In, heart o’crcome, 

Soi i • woiiuih c>c? have fibbed my happiness. . , . 
Wmi pam and love my heart is all forlorn ; 

I In ar my sorrow and the wind’s distress 
Jllcnl in the baleful blustei of the coin. 

I know ! Another woman'-, kisses sever 
1 1 is heart from mine 1 lint what is this disgrace^ 
To me, the flesh of In, flesh now and ever? ^ 
Let him come back 1 I languish for his face. 

Lt ! him come back to where his Iruclovc lies, , 

And eu ry d ly in) lens lor hnn shall race • ' 
Down on iny pah* hands from my withered eyes/ 

“ IIo 1 ” s.j}s the mi'’, ( i singing glad and gay), 

“ Thy tear, are ai the wind's will borne away. 

See, m the v.iMe> gieens the gracious spring; , 

The warbling bud is gkuldc ning the leaves ! 

O Jel the breeze blow fai I by voice that grieves, , , 
J*or the bru-/c i? < mm , with pt rfumes on his wiling,/ 
And Ihe lm a<low I .lor-m unde r l hi April rain. " 
laughter 1 I kn.o. n-> m<*. f \e.i s and 

“All'’ 1 , a) the oil i,“\voeati tackadny 1 M L ' 

“O*” i,ay? the one and laughing wends her way/ 

Two women on the lull-aide stood. 
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And now, from the far fields and near the wood, 
Two wounded men come trailing up (lie way. 

No standard waves its joy before their face, 

No sturdy mule is heating their array. 

Alone, and slowly, up the path they pace, 

And, drop by drop, blood marks their every trace. 

And of a sudden crying from the brant. 

The blended voices c f two women pant ; - 
And the wind mayjnoan, and laugh the brcc/c, 
For grief and joy mingle their ecstasies 

< “It is my husband * God, scarce lncth he 
(My laugh is sidled dying in the brcc/c ') 

Alas ! it is my husband, fainting, bruised, 

g rop by drop his blood has oozed. . . 

urst be the hour my liudund wen! from nu » 
Curst, curst be God who hears and secs » ’’ 

Two cries of women, fury and caress, 

Cry without hope ami cry of happiness 

** It is my lord, ah\o, my lo\**i diar 

(My tears ajfe clued, and on the brcc/c they flee !) 

O it is he indeed 1 My lord is licr< , 

Bruised, wounded, pitiful, wi’h panting Neath, 
But loyal to 1T1> heart tlnL cpiivt leth . 

Blest be the day gives my tmr hue to m* ' 

> ''** * 

'And the wind m\y moan, and s*ng the breeze 
For joy and grief h iw blent their er lasie- 

For pirrored in tlie evasive wave a; jicars 
.A double brow ; an angel sleeps bt^ide 
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The waking angel ; from the plaint that died 
Thanksgiving soars , and, mingling smiles with tears, 
Days with black jewels gem a diadem 
For gljtleiing Night whence Death comes unto them. 


TIIK ETERNAL IiRIDK. 

I ha < 1 dreamt thee kind, and dreamt thy careful eyes, 
Sis! • unknown, eternal bri4e of mine. 

Wife )( my thought, I have hent my mouth to thine, 
And slowly thou hast spoken, -in this wise : 

“ I flash, I glilter, I fade 

Enjoy my love ore it llccs, 

Hut seek not where I have strayed, 

My trace is like sand on the bree/e. 

My kLs falls on thy lacc 
Hut I am unseen, a shade 
That passes . , . my kisses fade 
Like a wing that flits through space. 


Listen, and flunk ’ I am she 
Who opens thine ojes in dream. 

I am the wonderful beam 
Of a mystery an veiled I ■ * thee 

1 am hoi as the in at heaven steep, 

And more Ilian smoke 1 am light ; 

And I glide I'nougli the odours of pight 
To visit llioo in thy sleep.” 
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THE BRIDE OK BRIDES 

0 THOU who hauntest my nights, Spectre of Time, 
immense, 

# Voiceless, eternal shadow, Monger for whose feet we 
hark. 

And peer for Ihy marrowless hones in vain through the 
darkness dense, 

I know thou art near *ie . I lirmblc, and wait for 
thee in the dark. 

0 shame ! Am I stricken with lertor 3 Absolve with the 

calm of thy scorn 

My soul that is di//d) whirling under thy piercing 
eyes ! 

Yet once my forehead fancied, in its lender and radiant 
morn, 

That folded into thy bosom every suirow dies. 

1 have hated thee in my teirm, O Ruckles* til Time, 

O Death. 

Thy fathomless angci swells and rolls a mournful sea, 
And the flesh in the shock of thy billows wnthes, and 
with stifled breath 

Cries through the dm • >! ihy laughter, crying unto 
thee. ... 

But' come f . . O Bride of embraces twined like an 
octopus ! 

I give to thy greedy heart a \aliant and quiet heart, — 
Since it is^um that Love soais out of Death as docs 
'.A lily out of a coil of encircling serpents dart. 
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GEORGES RAMAEKERS. 

1875 — . 

THE THISTLE. 

Rooted on hcrblcss peaks, where its erect 
A ini prickly leaves, austerely cold and dumb, 
11. . 1 tlic slow, scaly sciportt in respect, 

The Jothic thistle, while the insects’ hum 
Sounds far off, rears above the rock it scorns 
Its rigid virtue for the Heavens to see. 

The towering boulders guard it. And the bee 
Makes honey from the blossoms on its thorns. 


MUSHROOMS. 

Whijhfr with hue* of corpse* or of blood,— 
Phallus obscene or vnlva as of glue — 

In the rank rotting of the underwood, 

And those that out of dead beasts’ bodies grewr, 
Fed by the effervescence 

Of poisonous putrescence, ' 

Flourish the saprophytes in mould and must. 

riant* without 10 >ls and w.rh no l'*aves 0/ greery,- 
Scails without fail li 01 hope they ihivtst v 
Protuberances rank with lust, 

Inert, venene. 


And if there is not death in ill of them, ' 
It is because some sect among them breeds 
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'From less putrescent wood fallen from the stem 
Of the Living Tree whose sevcied hough still feeds 

In the autumnal thicket, thinmd 
Along its mournful archer L>y the wind. 

No longer to dead 1 wigs but sapvsood <|uuk. 
Corrupting trunks that lime lefi whole. 

The recking parasites in million^ stick, 

Like to the carnal ill thal gnaws the soul 
Of those who at the feel of women fawn. 

And Ilell has blessed their countless spawn. 

And though they can nor reach the surging tops 
" Of the unshaken columns of the Church, 

In spreading crops 

The parasites with poison smirch 

And mottle with strange stains the fruits 

The Monstrance ripens in the groves of Rome. 

Trusting that ancient orchard's sainted roots. 
Whoever of the leprous apples eats 
Shall feel his faith grow d likened with a gloain 
That filters heresy's corroding sweets 

" More hideous than saprophytes, 

And therefore for the snenkge more fit, 

Upon the Corn and Vincstork sit 
Minute and miserable parasites ; 

And o'er the Eucharist their liny bellies, 

To eat and crimson it, have crept. 

Their occult plague has for three hundred years 
Eaten the very hope of mystic ears, 

Wherever the Christian Harvester ha slept. 

And while, in the land of heavy, yellow beers, 
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In the brewing-vat of barren exegeses ' 
Some new-found yeast for ever effervesces, 
The vaults whose blood turns sick and rots, 
Waiting till .1 second Nero shall 
For then cremation light a golden carnival, 
Rehold then bodies decked mth livid spots. 


GEORGES RENCY. 

IH75-- . 


WIIAT USE IS SPEECH? 

Wit a i use is speech, what use is it to say 
Words that without an eciio die away. 

And only leave vain sadness after? 

All a forest of shadow rings with laughter, 

If thou but move tli> hand to grasp at life ! 

My love, die pith on which we laugh with life 
Pales in a doubt befogged with roads that leads not 
thorough ; 

The night is triumphing with stars, towards to-morrow ! 
In the night, thou sajest, shadowy terrors fall. *■ 

Re undeceived, there i*. no night ■ 

There is only multiform, enormous light, 

And the stars are there, for thee to lie drunk withal 1 - 


TIIF SOURCE. 

Our feet kiss where the si urcc is glisfehing 
In the glad gloaming softening the trees. 
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Its waters murmur mysteries to the breeze, 
Ami we ill ravishment are listening. 

The lea\es are paling in the twilight chill - 
A mystic something in the air is swimming ; 
Our eyes with happy tear-* are over- bumming ; 
Ami now the source grows tinu<l t and 1-. still 
The shadow makes the world so fair and had ; 
Wouldst thou not, like a banner on l lie gali, 
Be fain to shake thy heaii out tenderly? — 

But no, say nothing • silence is a veil 
For fervent thoughts that utterance only mars. 
Let us sit hand in hand, ind converse be 
Without a word under the peace of star-' 


T 11 K I'M SI1 

O CARNAL- love, life’s laughter 1 Under these 
Free Eden skies and on these blossomed leas, 
Thy kiss is on these budding lips of ours. 

The high grass is all gold, the drunken flowers 
Voluptuously languish, every one. 

Feverish as the caiih is with the '.tin. 


My heart leap-* like \ beast of hght, and rears 
And madly o’er the royal road career*.. 

Where my desired pn>< » smiumI altars an* 

Your flesh is quivering and to mine replies. 
Dearest, anti glassed within your great pale eyes 
Is Heaven immensely blue and deep and far. 


Kiss tfie ! The hour is sweet, and p 11 e our kiss. 
The deathless boon of living sings in us. 
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Let us with ravishment delirious 
Possess each other, and in infinite bliss 
15c hoi n .mum, knowing life’s mysteries ! 


1 nl 1 me .uid ' i! n \\ 1 1 1 1 >*».u hi i' raiC'.s, 

( ) hum hi «'o M« n ike d, f" ijmute ' 
f am druukm unh \mii da//lip r loveliness, 

O (j ’i ot * i.io >nd In auly dowered with your 
^ oi'i Lud Inn; fit li ■>*> mum Horn ly pure ! 

* 

FERNAND SEVERIN. 

1867 — . 

xirr chaplet. 

Ftutui n at c»i wl tHg/mw* ’’—Virgil. 

Mv forest, winter’s captive, I have seen 
Softly awakening under warmer breezes : . 

In bluer air my forest shimmering green 

Wafts down the wind the scent that in its trees is. 

An olden happiness, and yet unknown : 

Trembles my simole htai», these things beholding ! 

With pcarL ot dew 'he lmrgeom 1 boughs are strown, 
Trembling, tins iw»:MPg hour, mv woods unfolding. 

O Muses ? if so passion de a lo\c 

Survive these leaves 111 son t *> of mine that please ye, 

Seek not Lo soften to the wnnklts of 

My brow the oak’s or laurel’s bough uneasy. 
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The leave?! were quivering open, frail as flowers ■ 

O ! let the light hough of this foliage, shining 
With the cold tears of Night’s imprisoned hours, 
For ever he mine idle hum , < illuming 1 

Be manlier brows by pruude r fillet . swathed 1 
But I would live icnownless, lonely lie.uted, 

And to those virgin haunts ri tuir unscathed 

Whence my child’s soul hath never yt-L departed. 


THE LILY Ol THE VALLEY. 

I FEEL my heart fur ever dying, bruised 
By all the love it never wdl have used, 

Dying in silence, and with mgeU by, 

As simply as in cradles infants du , 

Infants that have no spec t h 

O Cod given In ail, 

Guarded by vigilant seraphim thou art * 

Nothing shall soil thy natal iaiim.ul ’ Thou, 

Rest thle content with no kiss mi thy hr<m, 

Save of maternal summer eves, and die 
In thy desire and thy vnginily 
, Thy sacrifice hath made llitc shy and proud ; 

Thy life with very emptiness is ho wed. 

Made to be loved, ioved thou shall never be, 

Though many maids would stretch their arms to thee, 
As to the Prince who through their fancies i ides. 

Alas ! and thou hast nevei known these brides. 

To thee they come not wlun calm evening falls. 

The pensive maids to whom thy longing calls ; 

And thoj art dying of thy love unused, 

1 Poor sterile heart, my heart for ever Ionised * 


9 
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SOVRAN STATE 

Tn nights impure moans one with fever stricken: \ 

“ land r let i maiden bring me, for I sicken, , 

Water and <;i > , es, and (|uench my thirst wit'll them, 

S[>rir g water 1 J rods ol a virgin vine 1 And Jet 
lJkr n 'h and virgin hands he on the fret 
Of i King’s luow burnt bv its diadem. 1 ’ 

O pitiful crown upon a head so lowly 1 
Does the unquiet night allegiance show thee? 

Thou King of beautiful lantls that never were. 

“ O stars among the trees ! O waters pale ! 

Comes the expected dawn in opal veil ? 

Pity the tired and lonely sullercr : 

And giant me, Lord, after the night out-drawn, 

The sleep an.! boon of Thy forgiving dawn; 

And let Thy chosen heart no longer bleeds ** 

But answer makes the Lord in stern denial : 

“Leave thou, for nobler verse, to pain and trial « 

Thy heart, the open book the angels read.” 


tiie inss ol souls. 

You who have died M me, you think you live ! 

Living, your scpiam i,red gems and lilies shed ! 
But si t'c the dream you wore is fugitive, , 

Love, calm and sad, whispers that you are dead. 
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She that* you were survive*, m dreams . I prt^ 

Her virgin hands, I hear ihe vow-, she swears. 
Hath not this evening that old loveliness ? 

I seem to breathe the blossom) that she wears 

HearNhad been healing long b< Tore they spoke, 
But eyc^ had speerh, and lerdi r voucs ringing, 
Docile to love like perfect l>rcs, awoke 

The forest’s wondering echo u i Lli tlieir singing. 

• 

A lovelier and a lonelier evening came ; 

The sun behind the breathless forest set. 

Who was it hushed our voiresi* Eor in shame 
v We bent our eyes down that by chance had met. 

The treasure of our hcaiK this one deep look 
Delivered. up ! Our secrets were in this 
One look exchanged that our two spirits took, 
j And wedded in their hi -l and only kiss 


* HER SWEET VOICE. 

Her sweet voice was a music in mine ear; 

And in the perfume of the atmosphere 
Which, in that eve, her shadowy presence shed, 
“Sister of mysler},’ tri milling I said, 

“Too like an angel In be what you seem. 

Go not away too soon, beloved dream ! ** 

Then, smiling as a mother will, she 1 oizcd 
My brow, and with soft hands my fc\< r eased. 

“Still* thou poor child, tins childish tear of me 3 
Thy forehead furrowed by sad memory, 



132 


Fernand Severin. 


Arc ihc^e a shadow’s hands that on it rest* 

A bright May morn u dawning in thy breast : 

Is it a phantom's von c that 1 (jollies thy guef? 
lint if my bc.uily be beyond brbt-f, 
lirealbe its li i: IimI odour 1 Part my hair* 

And t.il\i‘ my wd away and make me hare ! 

Thou cans! not sod my wings, nor stain the snow’ 
Of these frail flowers that in my garden blow ; 
Com in st> fan an evening, spend Ihe treasure 
Of i 1 / \ cil< d loveliness m L by heart’s pleasure,” 

Thus sang the tender voice that needs must fade ! 
And in her kiss ihc soul was of a maid. 

Hut night came from the lini of autumn skies, 
Came from the forest*-, shallow, evil eyes. 


'I I IK KEVVGV. 

Tins is mine hour. Night falls upon my life. 

1 must forego m> part in men’s keen strife, 

With conqu ued step resigned I reach the door, 
lieloved too late, where none awaits me moie. 

An autumn shudder through the clear, cold sky 
Runs, interrupting the monotonous cry 
Shed by a horn astray and desolate, 

Making me, langi idly, smile at my fate. . . . 

Hut all is said. N > ight moves me, in the gloarvt, 
Save the uneasy hope of tins dear home. 

She lives; my heart, and not none c\c, foresees. 
Thw sweetness of the moon, spread on the trees. 
Veils mow: and more tins h ippy nook with peace 
And mystery that bids foreboding cease; 
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A counsel of forgetfulness is cast 
Around me, something pensi\c, good, and vast 
And every step I take tlie more it thrills 
My soul which yet that ancient rj u.trrel Jills. 

Bii what shall summer stoiins betoken, when 
She breathes the autumn < dm she longed fur then, 
And only trembles feeling memoiies stir 
Of hearts that loved her well and wounded her. 


NATU Kl. 

SLOW falls the eve ; the hn,u i> grave, profound 
The sweet, sad cuckoo makes the an resound 
With his two notes with s[ nngtide languor tilled , 
And the tall pines by eddying brei/es thrilled, 
Tremble, as. ocean cchoc- in a slull 
Else all is hushed. 

I walk with lie li l unwell 
Slowly the shadow on ni> path descends 
I loiter o'er lamiliar forest bend..,, 

Whose calm grows deeper with the darkening west, 

O such a calm I led my own unrest 

Melt in the peace o( landscapes un/nie cm ; 

And in the east eve dothc^ with a/ure «=heen 
The slender uplands with tin 11 billowing chain, 
Whose silhouettes slmL 11. tlie distant plain , 

And on their tops 1 1 1 1 r 1 In ik ol forests gluons 
Through the thin veil ol nu-.t that m r them sheam*. 
And all is vague, the ideal form of th ngs 
Shimmers divine in deep imagining-., 

Gladdening the eye with giace inell d !e ; 
Seeinglhcm, in the enchanted world v\c dwell 
Of soulless, happy beings who possess 
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Tlic calm wo cry for of forget fulness, 

We who desire in desolate hcarU that pine, 
Tins* sovereign gift of peace that makes divine ; 
And most at eve, when quiet nights of spring 
Kn chant the sk\ , the forest, and the ling. * 
The forest’s darkness sways me al its will ; 

A pci with a holy and lmfathoined thrill 
I feet di/zy longing grow in me: 

O not ■ think ! nor wish ! O not Lu be ! . . . 


Tills HUMBLE HOPE. 

Tivh goes, poor soul, and sterile are thy vows. 
Alter our outwatched nights and feverish brows, 
What do we know, save that we nothing know? 

Even as a child a bntlcifly will chase. 

Ear have I s, rayed in many a flowering place. 

And here T tremble in the afleiglow. 

Vet not despairing in my feebleness, 

But hoping that the Master still will bless 
The will to do good that my efforts show. 


ELEi >\ORA i) ESI E. 

Dols thy heart, T \ -a>, burn for thy Princess? 
Si rive 1 1 > refine tin ■ibscuie tenderness, 

Of which she can accept the llowcr alone. 

Save it make nobler, 1 no love can own. „ 
Cortes, among the gifts that fate bestows, 

And the least lovely, as a pucL knows, 
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Some are an offered prey that passions, take. 

But there are others which, if seized, do break ; 
And of these supreme gifts love is the best. 

If thou indeed dost love me, \vaic thee lest 
Thy heart forget the revue nee it owes, 

Then may it love, and 111 love find repose. 


TII^ THINK LR. 

O THINKER ! Thou whose heart hath not withstood, 
For the first time, Spring's beauty 111 1 lie wood. 

And who thyself wilt tnerefoio not forgive, 

Thy days have pissed in p.-ndiring oYr the meat 
Enigma man propels in hi, late, 

And books from life liavi made thee fugitive 

What boots? Leave to the gods I heir secret >et, 

And, while thou lives!, I is[< without regret 
The sweetness of this sun pie word 'to live. 


A SA(ii: 

fla knows dream', ivu kept their promise yet. 
Hencefoith without dt .in, without regiu, 

He cons the page of M>bei tenderness 
In which some poet, skilled in lile s distress, 
Breathed into olden, golden vers ins sighs 
Sometimes he lifts his head, and ’< • ds lus c^es, 
With all the wonderment that wiv* men know, 
On fields, and ( lomls that over fon sts go, 

And with their calmness sated is his thought. 
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IK knows how dearly fair renown is bought : 
Ilr too, in earlier days of stinging strength, 
Sought that vain victory to find at length 
Sadness at hi^ desire's precipitous brink. . . . 
I )t what avail, lie thought, Lo act and think , f 
When human joy hoick all in one rapt look? 
Hi-, mind aL peace reads Nature like a book, 
lie ■-miles, remembering his youth’s unrest. 
An though none know it, he is wholly blest. 


TIIJ.N WHO A R 1 . WORN WITH LOVE. 

Wiif-n, woin with iiuiegi ncM.ilc delights, 

The kisses of fair youth-, gtow dull and sicken, 

They seek, fatigued with hope and outwatched nights, 
A bed of low that shall 1 lie senses cjuickcn. 

While bed o. love with pillow-* 11 th with lace, 
Caicssmg curtains sheltering drcande&s blisses. 

And, to grow bet lei horn the bought embrace, 

Upon then wasted brows long trembling kisses. 

Calmer than autumn heaven the eyes they crave. 

In which the b.Uerncs. or in* irs ^hall vanish, 

Lips of a speech mip'^ionalr, su.i ,, r 

\\ lucli their sick smiows ‘■hall awaage and banish. 

Love should be night, and 1. bed I- nge '..fulness, 

Neva with lollies of the pad upbraided, , 

Ifope still renewed consoling the th dress 1> . 

Of dreams come true and in lujfdment faded* 
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Nor light, nor noise; but in the happy room, 

With tapestry the walls to sleep beguiling, 

To kiss the. long hands of the mistress whom 

A plain gown clothes, and who is family smiling 1 

* t . 

Once they have soui her, .me* to hcai her speak 
They hoped for her and Heaven, and knelt before 
her ; 

But love’s old burden make, their soul so weak 
That save with sigHI they ne\er dare implore her 


mi: ci.NrAUK 

Oft on my rural youth I dwell in fancy 
Ye gods who for our decpc-l feelings c ire. 

If fields and forests cvcrmon* entrance nu , 

It is because you sel my birthplace thcie. 

With what a love up-welling swu l and tender 
Upon the augusL face of earth mine eye, 

Lingered, and drank her solitaiy splcndoui, 
Bathed in the radiant c of calm milliner skies 1 

All was excitement 1 Valievs nehly 1 minded ; 
The undulating, broadly bn .v»tcd lulls ; 

The vast plains winch tin veiled hon/on boimdu 
Lit by the silvei flash of le^flcs^ nib 

But you, ye forests, filled me 11.0,1 with . i.v mg 1 
The pang 1 felt still to my mummy 1 haves. 

When I beheld your endless liee-top-, v. ivirig, 

As underneath the wind the ocean luavcs ’ 
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And at your wafted murmuring! I, to capture . 

Your leachle^ vast, my arms would open dart, 
Crying in sudden, overpowering rapture : 

“The world is less immense than my own heart! . 

i 

Do not accuse of pride, O Nature 1 Mother ! 

My fleeting youth. Not vain was my unrest : 

Of all ‘by mortal sons there is no other 

Hath ‘rained himself more fondly to thy breast. 

t 

The summer sun lias scorched my skin, and daring 
Has chiselled on my face its stubborn force ; 

In foaming floods I bathed, my body haring ; 

And on the mountains braved the tempests hoarse. 

All manly pleasures that our being fashion 
In the rough shock of elements uncouth, 

All of them I have known with headlong passion ; 

With lust of struggle pulsed my arduous youth. 

Intoxicating win the /est (hat thrilled me. 

What matter if I let the fervour seize 
My quivering soul ? The bitter joy that filled me 
Whipped and e\alted me, and left no lees. 

For I had dreamt all phases * r existence 1 
All that w r as frail uxl pent m ■ le with scorn 
I caM. aside, and Inoki d towards the d stance 

Where dawned the f: «e foi which my mind was bom. 

Was it a vain dream ? <) yo»i icnlaurs uniting 

With loving hoofs your rock> and herbless sods, 
i) } ou whose shape, a man's and beast’s unitirig, 
Shelters a secret lire that makes you gods ! 
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Youmvho quaffed life wiLh its abundance diunkcn ! 

Your transports I have known in olden da>s, 

In evenings when, like you in silence sunken, 

I drove along the darkened forest w ays 1 

> me, y<? savage gods, your strength was sic ilnng ; 
f And, when a dieted madness through me ran, 

In thepent breath the foliage was breathing 
I deemed me one of >011, I mortal man 


EMILE VERHAEREN. 

1855---. 

THE OLD MASTERS 

In smoky inns whose loft is reached by laddci 
And with a gnniy ceiling splashed b> shocks 
Of hanging hams, black-puddings, onions, bladder,, 
Rosarie§ of stuffed game, capons, geese, and cocks, 
Around a groaning table sit the gluttons 

Before the bleeding viands stuck with forks. 

Already loosening their waistcoat buttons, 

With wet mouths when from flag* ns 'eap 1 lie corks - 
Teniers, and Brackenburgh, and Brauwcr, shaken 
, With listening to Jan Steen’s uproarious wit, 
Holding their bellies dithering with bacon, 

\Vipmg their chins, watching the hissing spit. 

Their hea\ty-boched ilebes, with their curving 
Bosoms in linen white without a slam, 

Arc going round, and in long jets are striving 
Wine thjt a sunbeam lilteis through tin pane. 
Before it sets on fire the kettles’ paunches 
* The Qtteens of Tippling are these women, w/iom 
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Their swearing lovers, greedy of their haunches, < 
Belabour as belits their youth in bloom, 

With sweating temples, blazing eyes, and lolling 
Tongue that kecpi singing songs obscenely gay, 
With brandished fists, bodies together rolling, 

Blows fit to bruise their carcases, while they, 7 
Wi f h mouth lor songs aye ready, throat for bumpers, 
And l ilood for ever level with their skins, * 

Dance i to spin the llooi, they are such jumpers, 

And '> jLI their dancer as around he spins. 

And lick Ins face in kisses cnciless seeming, 

Then fall with ransacked corsage, wet with heat* 

A smell of bacon fat is rir hly steaming 

From Lht* huge platters charged with juicy meat ; 
The ioasN are passed around, in gravy swimming, 
Undei tile noses of the guests, and passed 
Around again, will) frrsh i clays of I rimming. 

And in the kitchen drudges wash up fast 
The pladers to be sent back to the table , 

The drcssei bulge, ciowded with crockery ; 

Tile cellars hold as much as they are able ; 

And round the esuade where this agape 
In glowing red, from pegs lung baskets, ladles, 
btrainera, and saucepans, candlesticks, and flasks. 
Two monkeys in a corner show their navels, 

Thinning, with glass in hand, on two twin casks; 

A mc’low light on every angk i limmers, 

Shines on the door-knob, llm.ugh tne great keyhole, 
Clings to a pestle, blurs through the 1 immers, 

Is jewelled on the mossier gain bowl. 

And slanting on the he -ted hearthstone sickenfe, 
Where, o’ci the embus turns to brow.* the flesh 
Of rosy ucking-pigs and fat cock chickens. 

That whet the edge of appetite afresh. K » 
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From dawn to eve, from e\e to dawn, and after, 
The masters with their women revel hold 
Women who play a farce of opulent kiughtei 
Farce cynical, ubstrnc, with sleeve^ u pi oiled, 

Li corsage upt a flowering goigc not liulini', 

,#Bclly tft at shaken with jollity, I 'light eyes. 

’Noises of orgy and of rut are gliding, 

Rumbling, and hissing, till they < nd m cries , 

A noise of jammed iron and of vi ^ek banging , 
Brauwer and Steen lil£ baskets on their crowns ; 
Brackenburgh is two lids together clanging ; 

Others with pokers fiddle gridirons, clowns 
Are all of them, eager to show then mettle ; 

They dance round those who lie with Icet in nir ; 
They scrape the frying-pan, they scrape the kettle ; 

And the eldest are the steadiest gluttons there, 
Keenest in kisses, and the last to tumble; 

With greasy nose they lick the casseroles ; 

One of them makes a msty (i Idle grumble, 

Whose bow exhausts itself in cabnoles , 

Some are in corners vomiting, and others 
Are snoring with their aims hung round their seat 
Babies are bawling tor iheir sweating mothers 
To stuff their little mouths with nionslei teak. 
Men, women, children, all stuiled full to hurling , 
Appetites ravening, and instincts nfe, 

Furies of stomach, and of throats illursting, 
Debauchery, explosion of nch life, 

In which these master gluttons, never sated, 

Too genuine for insipidities, 

Pitching their easels lustily, created 
Between two drinking-bouts a masterp*, re. 
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Tin-: cowherd. 

In neckerchief and slackened apron goes 

Tile girl lo gr.i/t the cows at dawn's first p£cp ; 
Under the willow ->h ule herself she throws 
To finish out hi r sleep 

» 

Soon i die sinks she snores ; around her brow 
And naked toes the seeded grasses rise ; 

Her bulging arms are folded anyhow, 

And round them buzz the flies. 

The insects that all heated places love 

Come Hitting o’er the grass lo bask in swarms 
Upon Ihc mossy patch she lies above, 

And by her sprawling warms. 

Sometimes ber arm, with lwkwaid empty sweep, 
Startles mound her limbs the gratified 
Murmur of bets; but, greedy still of sleep, 

Sbe turii't to the other side. 


The heavy, fleshy llowers the cattle browse 
Iiamc in the sleeping woman as she dreams ; 

She has the heavy .lowness of her cows, 
llcr eye with their peace glt.iris. 

Strength, that the trunk of oaks with knots embosses, 
Shines, as the sap does, in ner ; and her hair l + 

Is browner than barley m the fields that tosses, 

Or the sand in the pathways there. 



Emile Verhaeren. 


M3 


Her hands art raw, and rod, and chapped : the blood 
•That through her tanned limbi roll- its waves of heal , 
Lashes her throat, and lifts lici brcjsls, as would 
The wind lift bending wheat 

Noon ^ilh a kiss of gold her 11 -d surprises, 

' Low willow branches o’er hei sbouldus lean, 

And blend, while heavier slumber 111 her eyes is, 

With her brown hair their green. 


TIIE ART OF THE FLEMINGS 


ART of the Flemings, thou riidtl know them, thou, 
Who well didst love them, wenrln * big ol bone. 
With ruddy teat**, and bodies like dowers blown , 
Thy proudest masterpiece*- tell us how. 

Whether a goddess glimmers from thy painting. 

Or nymphs with dripping hair .1 shepherd secs 
Rising among the lonedy Hides, 

Or sailors to the sirens’ kisses fainting, 

"'Or females with full contours symbolizing 
The seasons beautiful, () glorious Art, 

These are the Masteries love-born in thy heart, 
The wenches of thy colour '* 1 gormandizing. 

And to create their bodies' carnal splendour. 

Naked, and fat, and unashamed, thy orusli 
Under # their clear and glossy skin mo ’e blush 
A fire of unimagmed colours tender. 
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They were a focussed light that Hashed and glinted ; 
Their eye were kindled al ihe stars, and on 
Thy canvases their bosunis ro.e and shone, 

J,dc great bon'|ueK of flesh all rosy-tinted. 

Sweating with lo\c they rolled about a clearing 
*M'd in the wood, or bathed linn feet in spring*, 
W.i’lc in the thickets full of noise of wings, 

Satyr u ere prowling and through branches leering, 

And Iiui their legs, salacious, Ragged, distorted; 
Their eyes, like sparks holing the darkness, lit 
Some leafy corner, their long mouths were slit 
With greasy smile-., their lustful nostrils snorted, 

Till, clogs in rut, they leapt to their bitches; these 
1* cign flight, and shiver coldly, blushing roses, 
Pushing the satyr oft the p.ut that closes. 
Squeezing then thighs together under his knees. 

And some, by madness moie than his ignited, 
Koundmg their naked haunches, and rich flesh 
Of glorious croups beneath a showering mesh 
Of golden ban. to wild assaults invited. 


Vcai with the life with which yourselves abounded 
t nnceived them, master-- < . to r ame, with red 

brutalities of blood upon them she d. 

The bodies of your be mties richly . inded. 

No pallid women sum: in listless poses 
Morosely on your canvasc are seen, 

As i he moon\ face shimmeis in watei^ green, 
Mirroring their phthisis and chlorosis, > 
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With foreheads sad as is the day's declining, 

•Sad as a dolorous music faints and dies. 

With heavy-lidded, sick and glassy eyes, 

In which consumption and dc^pur arc pining. 

And fa^se, affected giace ol bodies fuled 
Upon the sofas where then lime they pi" , 

In scented diessing-gown* ol t dicta.. 

And in chemises with a * loot I ire hnidi d 

Nothing your briishc *. m w <-f punN d fact . 

Nor ol indecency, mu ol tin mo- 
Hints of a cunni"g and | *r\crti ,1 vice 
Which with its winking eye <.ur ait del uses. 

Nor of the pedlar Venuscs whose diaping 
Of curtains of the tUihioncd chamber hints, 

Nor corners of a \cnal lit di that glints 
In nests out of the low-necked drtv-s escaping. 

Pricking, suggestive theim. , you knew iml, huntings 
Of shepherdesses m false pastorals, 

No, nor voluptuous beds in hollow walls— 

The pulsing women, niidei-, of >oui paintings, 

In landscapes bright, or w med on by pigi > 

Crimsonly clad m p moiled halls with gold, 

Or in the purph sumpluoiimess uniollul 
Of the god-guarded, mellow classic ugL^, 

Your women sweated health ; they w^r-* serenely 
Crimson with blood, ami white with rorpulcncc ; 
Ruts they did hold in hashed obcdieice, 

And led them at their hecU with gestur queenly 
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PEASANTS. 

Nor Greuzes ploughmen made insipid in 
The melting colouis of his pastorals. 

So neatly chased, so rosy, that one laughs 
IV see the sugired idyll chastening 
'I he pasteL ol a Lon - tjuinze salon, 

H ! t duty, gioss, and bestial— .is they aie, 

Yt\' ed round some market town in villages, 
They Know not them who tMiflic in the next, 

Tint hold them enemies to cheat and rogue. 

Their fatherland ? Not one believes in it, 
Kxccpt that it makes soldiers of their sons, 

To steal their laboui for a span of years. 

What is the fatherland to yokels? They 
See onl), in .1 corner of their brains, 

Vagui I v, the king, magnificent man of gold, 

In the In aided velvet ol lus purple robes, 

A s<-cpt!f, and gemmed crowns escutcheoning 
The parn lied walls of gilded palaces, 

Guarded by sentinels with tassel led swords. 

This do th**y know of power. It is enough. 

And for the rest their heavy feet would march 
In clogs tlnough duly, liberty, and law. 

In everything by instinct ankylosed, 

A dirty almanac is all th»*y read ; 

And though Lhi) hear tK 'bstant cities roaring, 
So terrified are they by revolutions. 

That they are rivet. *d to serfdom chains, 
Fearing, if they should icar, the iron heel. 

Along the hlack roads hollowed out with ruts. 
Dung-heaps in front and cindcr-hcaps behind, 
Stretch with low loofs and naked walls their huts 
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Under the buffeting wind and lashing 1:1111. 

Thlse are their farms. And yonder soars the clmrcjj, 
Stained, to the north, with 00/c of verdigris, 

And farther, squared with clitclus, lie then In Ids, 
Fertile in patches, thanks to fat manure, 

And to tjie harrow’s unrelenting tcilli. 

There they keep tilling with their ultimate hands 
The black glebe mined by mole', nml rotten with 
Detritus, pregnant with the autumn’s spurn 
With dripping brow they <lnvc the spade in deep, 
Doubled above the furAws they must sow, 

Under the hail of March tint whips their back. 

And in the summer, when the npc r>c rocks 
With golden glints under the pouring sun. 

Here, in the fire of long and toriul days, 

Their restless sickle shaves the vast when' field, 

While from their wrinkled foreheads runs th« sweat. 
Opening their skin from shoulders down to hips , 

Noon darts its bram*r rays upon their hind* ; 

So raw the heat is that in meslin lields 
The too dry ears burst open, and the beast-. 

Their necks with gidflies riddled, pant in tlu* sun. 

And let November slow to die uirive. 

Rolling his hectic rattle through deaf w'ood-, 

Howling his sobs and ending not Ins moans 
Until his death-knell sounds— still inns the 11 sweat. 
Always anew preparing future ciops. 

Under a sky spouting from swollen clouds. 

While the north wind tcais lug holes in the woods, 

And sweeps the broken stubble hom Lhe fields, 

So that their bodies soon in rum fall ■ 

Let them be young and conn 1 >, bioadly built, 

Winter that chills, summer that calcines them, 

Makes their limbs loathsome and th.n lungs short- 
breathed ; 
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Or old, and bearing the down-weighing years, 
Wilh 4 > 1 car eyes, broken back,, and useless arms. 
And horror stamped upon their hedgehog face, 
They stagger un.lt 1 the min-Ioving wind. 

And when Death «jpc*ns unto them its floors, 
Their cofhn sliding noo the soft earth * 

leerns *nly to < oni.im itJmigtuu * « !<■«*< I 


Ov evening, when through eddying skies the wind 
Is whirling the swarming snow across the fields. 
Grey-headed farmers sit in reckonings lost. 

Near lamps from which a (I11 cad of smoke ascends. 
The kitchen is upkt mpt and slatternly : 

A firing of dirly childien by the stove 
Gorge the spilt remnants of the evening meal ; 
Mangy and bony cats lick dishes clean ; 

Cocks make their beaks ring upon pewter plates; 
Damp soaks the leprous walls ; and on the hearth 
Four flickering logs are twisting meagre shanks 
Dying with list I tongues of pale red ray; 

The old men s heads aie lull of biller thoughts. 

“ For all the seasons umemitting toil, 

With all hands .it the plough a hundred years, 

The farm has passed from father on to son. 

And, with good year and bad, remains the same, 
Joggmg along upon the bunk oj niin. ' 

This is what gnaws and biles them v'Jl slow tooth. 
So like an ulcer hate r- 1 1 their hearts, 

Patient and cunning h. 1 . with smiling face. 

Their frank and loud good nature hatches rage; 
Wickedness glimmers in their icy looks ; 

They stink of the rancoious gall that, age by ac,e, 
Their suflerings have collected in their souls. 
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Keen aie they on the slightest gam, and mean ; 

Sinfce they can not enrich themselves by work, 
Stinginess makes their hearts hard, their hearts fetid ; 
And black their mind is, set on petty things, 

And stupid and confounded before great ; 

As they had never raised their r>es unto 
The sun, and seen magnificent sunsets 
Spread on the evening, like a cum son lake. 


But kermessc is for them a festival, 

Even fojr the dirtiest, the stingiest. 

There go the lads to keep the' wenches warm 
A huge meal, greased with bacon and hoi saun 
Makes their throats sail) and cnflames th. 11 Ihirsi 
They roll in the inns, with rounded guts, and heart 1 
Aflame, and break the jaws and necks ui those 
Gome from the neighbouring town, who 1 r> , by God 1 
To lick the village girls too greedily, 

And gorge a plate of beef that i-. not Ihrii'. 

Savings are squander'd foi the gul nui ,t dance. 
And every chap must IrcaL his mate, until 
The bottles strew Lhc floor in ugly heap-. 

The proudest of their strength dram hug ' 1 boci mugs, 
Their faces fire-plated, darting luglu, 

Horrid with Mnnd«lini i>c. mil 1 laimti) moulli, 

In the dark rumbling n v< I , kmdh suns 
The orgy grows. A stinking mine loams 
In a white froth along the (.utsty clunk'- 
Likc slaughtered beasts aie n cling topti domed 
Some are with short steps stead) mg their g.ut , 

While otters solo bawl a songs refrain, 

Hindered by hiccoughing and vomiting 
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In brawling groups they rarrtble through the town, 
Calling the wenches, catching hold of them, 
Hugging them, shoving at them, 

Letting them go, and pulling them back in rut. 
Throwing them down with Hying skhts and legs. 

In the taverns — wheic the smoke curL like grcy«fog 
And climbs to the ceding, where the gluing sweat 
Ofheatt i, unwashed bodies, and the*ir smells 
Dull wim )w-p.nies and pewter-pots with steam — 
To see b utnlions of couples rrowtf 
In growing numbers round the painted tables. 

It looks .11 if their crush would smash the walls. 
More furiously still they go on swilling, 

Stamping and blustering and raging through 
The cries ot the heavy piston and shrill flute 
Yokels in blue smocks, old hags in white bonnets, 
And livid urchins smoking pipes picked up, 

All of them jostle, jump, and giunt like pigs. 

And somtlinn s sudden wedges of new-comers 
Crush in a corner the quadrille that looks, 

So unrestrained it is, like a mixed fight. 

Then tiy they who can bawl the loudest, who 
Can push the tidal wave hack to the wall. 

Though with a knife’s thrust he should stab his man. 
Hut the bind now redoubles its loud din, 

Cove is the quarrelling \oices of the lads. 

And mingles all in h aping (mwv 

They cilm down, joke, touch ^las 5 es, drunk as lords. 

The women m their tin i- get hot and Sunk, 

Lust's carnal acid m tin if blood corrodes, 

And in these billowing bodies, surging hacks. 

Freed instinct grows to such a heat of rut. 

That to see lath and lasses wriggling and writhing, 
With josLling bodies screams, and blows of fiste, 
Crushing embraces, biting kisses, to see them 
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Rowing dead drunk into the corners, wallowing 
Upon the floor, knocking themselves against 
The panels, sweating, and frothing at the lips, 

Their two hands, their ten fingers ransacking 
And emptying torn corsage-., it seems — 

Vust is being lit at the Mack fire 0/ uipe 
Before the sun burns with red flames, before 
The while mists fall in swaths, the reeking inns 
Turn the unsteady revellers out of doors. 

The lcermessc in exhaustion ends, the cmwd 
Wjpnd their way homewards to their sleeping (arms, 
Screaming their oaths of parting as they go. 

The aged farmers too, with hanging arms, 

Their faces daubed with dregs 01 wme and beer, 

Stagger with zigzag feet towards their farms 
Islanded in the billowing se.is of wheat. 


IXX.S. 

* 

You melancholy fog-, of winter roll 
Your pestilential sorrow o'er my soul, 

And swathe my heart with your long winding-sheet 
And drench the livid leaves beneath my feet. 

While far away upon the heaven's bounds, 

Under the sleeping plain’s wet wadding, sounds 
A tired, lamenting angelus that dies 
With faint, fiail echoes 111 the empty skies, 

So lonely, poor, and timid that a rook. 

Hid in a hollow archsl one’s dripping nook, 

Hearing it sob, i wakens and repln 
Sickening the oeful lm-.li with gh stly cues, 

Thejj suddenly jrows silent, in the dread 
That in the be ry tower the bell is dead. 
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ON TIIE COAST. 

A rjuSTBKiNt* wind the scattered vapour crowds 
Ami shakes die horizon, where the dawn bursts, by 
A charge th.it fills the ashen a/urc sky 
With tearing, galloping mad, milky clouds. 

The wh. h\ clear day, day without mist or rain, 

With ■* ipmg manes, gilt flanks and fiery croups,* 

In a Might of pallid silver and f£Kiui, their troops 
Career airws the ether’s a/nre plain. x 

And still then aidour grows, until the eve’s 
Black gesture cuts the va?' of space, and heaves 

Their masses towards the {quail that landward blares, 

While the ample sun nf June, fallen from Heaven’s 
vault, ■ 

Wnthes, bleeding, in their vehement assault, 

Like a red stallion in a rut of mares. 


HUM AGIO. 


T<> heap in them your luso ms sc- fair, 

By double, In.-' d, savoury bren ts embossed, 
Tlu* rosy skm by ivhich your .s are glossed, 
' our belly's curly li < ce ol reddish hair. 

My iveisci I will weave as, .d their d< t ,rs 
Seated, oM bask el -maker- curb and twine 
White and luown osiers in a clear design*/ 
Cc/pying enamellcu ( c*shelatcu lloors, 
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Until your body's gold within them teem^ ; 

And like a* garland I will wear them, spun 
In massive blonde heaps on my head, in the sun, 
Haughtily proud, as a stiong man beseems 


Your rich fiesh minds me of the crntaurc^ses, 
Whose arms Paul Rubens rounded in his dyes 
Of fire beneath a weight of sun -washed ti esses, 
Pointing their iftcasls 10 li»»u-oibs > green tye 1 - 

Your blood was their 1 , Alien m lh'- 111.1/ y glo lining 
Under some star that bit the brazen sky, 

They heard a stranger in the sea-fog roaming, 

And hailed some Ilcitnles astray and by ; 

And when with quivering ->011 cs hot foi ki^es, 
And belly for the unknown gaping, then 
Arms they were twisting, calling to mad bli-ses 
Huge, swarthy eateis of rut on .1 body baie 


CANTICLKS 


Like ' lissom lizards drinking tin miu\ fur* 

Of gold, with great wide eyes anti lutm/e 1. riled fetl 
Crawl towards your body my long, green desires 

In the full torrid noon of su’inmi In at 
,1 havejDeddcd you in a nook at a held . edge, 

1 Where the tanned incslin shoot , a shuning wedgi 
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I leat is suspended o’er us like a dais ; 

The sky prolongs the vast expanse, gold-plated 
Afai the Scheldt a dwindling, silver way is ; 

Lascivious, huge, you lie there yet unsaled ; 
Like lissom li/nrds drinking the sun’s fires «* 

Of go’d, crawl back to you my spent desires. 


AIv love shall be the gorgeous sun that robes 
Willi torrid summer and with idlenesses 
Your body’s naked .dopes and hilly globes, 


Showering its light upon you m caresses, 

And this new bra/ier’s contact shall be in 
Tongues of an ambient gold that lick your skin. 

The tragic, rolling red of dawn and eve, 

And the day’s beauty you shall be ; with hues 
Of splendour you a billowy robe shall weave ; 

Your flesh shall be like fabulous statues. 

Which in the desert sang, and shone like roses, 
When morning b <med thi «r blocks with apotheoses. 

in. 

1 worn i) not choove tin sunflowers that unclose 
In da> light ; nor the lily long of stem ; 

Nor rose** loving winds to fondle them ; 

No, nor great nenuphars whose pulp morose, * 
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And wide, fcold ejjps, charged with eternily, 
ifpon their imaging pond yawn idle-lipped 
Their stirless dreams ; nor flowers despotic, whipped 
By wrath and wind along a hostile sea, 

?o symliblize you. No, but shivering wet 
Under the dawn, with great red calyx leaves 
Mingling as jets of blood are fused in sheave**, 

A group of garden dahlias closed) set, 

• 

Which, in voluptuous days of autumn, bright 
With matter’s hot maturity and heats, 

Like monstrous and vermilion women’s teats, 

Grow stiff beneath the golden hands ol light 


DYING MEN. 

* 

SHARP with their ills, and lonely in their dying, 

The sceptic sick watch by then chamber fire, 

With haggard eyes, the evening magnifying 

The house-fronts, and the blackening church-spire 

The hour is dead where in some nevei ciowdcd 
City by time extinguished, desolate, 

They live immured in wills by mourning shrouded, 
And hear the monument d hinges grate. 

Haggard and lone, they ga/e at Death unbeaten, 
Like grim old wolves, the hieratic sn,k ; 

Life aifll its days identic they have eaten, 

Their hate, their fate, diseases clustering thick. 
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But shaken 1:1 their cynical assurance 

And in their haughtiness and pale disgust, 

They ask “ Is happiness not in endurance 
Of wilful suffering, suffering loved with lust?” 

Of old they Jolt their heaiLs go out to others ;• 
Benevolent, they pitied alien griefs; 

Ami, like aposdes, loved their suffering brothers, 

A 1 1 feared their pnde, cabined in dead beliefs. 

But now think Lint love is # more cemented 
By cruelty than kindness, which is vain. 

What of the fcv\, chance tear* they have prevented ? 4 
How many more have flowed * Decreed is pain. 

Empty the golden islands arc, where lingers . 

In golden mist Dream in a mantle spun 

Of purple, skimming foam with idle fingers 
From silent gold i .lined by a teeming sun. 

i 

Broken the j-roud masts and the waves are churning 1 
Sict riot \i ingmdicd ports the vessel's prow : 

No lighthouse si i ( it lies iLs immensely typrning 
Arm to the great siars — ch ad the Jires are now. 

Haggard and lone, they ga/c ai Death unbeaten, 

I ike grim old w ilvt , iht ’^ratic sick; 

Lik and its da>s iff* ffic they ha\c i Uen, 

Their hate, then l.ff l , diseases c . 1 -enng thick. 

With nails of wood tiny beat hot foieheads'. Cages 
Of hones for fever* aie then bodies. Blind 

Then eyes, their lipa like withered parchment pages. 
A bitter sand beneath then lectli they grind. 
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Now in their extinct souk a longing blazes 
•To sail, and m a new world live again, 

Whose sunset like a smoking tripod raises 
The God of shade and ebony in its hi am ; 

•In a -fcft land of tempests raging madly, 

Tn lands of fury hoarse and livid dreams, 

Where man can drown, fell 'Cloudy and gl idly, 
llis soul and all Ins hc.nl in 1 1 ci > Mi i. mis 
s 

They arc the tragic sick -harp with disease-. ; 

Haggard and lone they watch the lown lire- fade ; 
And pale facades arc* wailing nil il please-. 

Their crumbling bodies have their collins made 


THE ARMS OK EVENING. 

While the cold night -.tones its terrace, gored 
And dying evening throws upon the hialh, 

And forest fringed with in'iishc-, uinlerneUh, 

The gold of his aituoui and the lladi of Ins .-.word, 

Which wave to wave go floating on, too 1.0011 
Vet to have lost day\ llaunling ardent glow. 

But kissed already by Ihe -.hadowed, slow 
Lips of the pious, silver-handed moon, 

The lonely moon remembering the <■ iy, 

Whose brandished weapons mad-* a golden glare, 
A pale wraith in the paleness of »he air, 

The moon for ever pale and far away 1 
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tiie mill. , 

Deep in t lie evening slowly turns the mill 
Against :i ^ky with melancholy pale; 

It turns and turns, its muddy-coloured sail 
tb liilimicly lie ivy, tired, and ill ( 

It- arms, rompl lining arms, in the dawn's pink 
osip, rose ami fell ; and in this o’eicast eve, 
k nd deadened nature s silence, still they heave 
Themselves aloft, and weary till they sink. 

Winter’s sick day lies on the Helds to sleep; 

The clouds are tiled of sombre journeyings ; 
And past the wood that gathered shadow flings 
The ruts tmvaids a dead horizon creep. 

Around a pale pond lints of beechwood built 
Despondently "(put near the rusty reeds; 

A lamp of brass hang from the ceiling bleeds 
Upon thm wall and windows blots of gilt. 

And in the vast plain, with their ragged eyes 
Of windows patched, the sidlenng hovels watch 
The worn-out null the bleak horizon notch, — 
The tired mill turning, turning till it dies. 


IN nous MOOD.* 

The winter lifts its ch dice of pine night to heaven. 

And I uplift my heart, my night- worn heart in turn, 
O Lord, my heart ! to thy pale, infinite Inane, 
y The S 'th'fly. No August iSgG " 
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And yet I know that nought the implenishalile urn 
May plenish, that nought is, whereof tins heart dies fnm; 
And I know thee a lie, and wilh my lips make prayer 
And with iny knees.; I know thy great, shut hands 
averse, 

Thy grey eyes closed, to all the clamours of despair ; 

It is I, who dream myself into the universe ; 

Have pity oil my wandering wits' entire discord ; 

Needs must I weep my woe towards thy silence, Lord • 

The winter litis its chaiice ot pure mghL to heaven. 

—Osman Edwards. 


TIIE f ERR Y MAN. 

With hands on oars (lie ferryman 
Strove where l lie siiihlioin current ran. 
With a green reed between his teeth. 

But she who hailed him from the bank, 
Beyond the waves, among the rushes rank 
That rim the rolling heath, 

Into the mists receded more and more 

The windows, with their eyes, 

And the dials of the towers upon the shoie, 
Watched him, with doubled back, 

Straining and toiling at the oar, 

And heard his muscles crack. 

Of a sudden broke an oar, 

Whi^Ji the current bore 
On heavy waves down to the sea. 
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Anti she who hailed him from the mist, * 

In the blustering wind, appeared "* 

Mure marlly still her arms to twist. 

Towards him who never neared 

The h.-n>m,iE took to the oar remaining 
V. nh such a might, 

T‘- il all Jus body macked with shaming, 

A*. ’ In > heart -.hook with foveush flight. 

A bidden .ho* k, the i udder lore, 

And the cum lit bore 
This remnant to the sea. 

The windows on the shore, 

Like eyes with kvo great, 

And the dials of the Lowers, those widows straight 
That in their thousands throng 
A nvei bank, wore obstinately staring 
At this mad fellow obstinately daring 
Ills crazy voyage to piolong. 

And she who hailed him there with chattering teeth, 
Howled and howled in the mists of night, 

With head stretched out m frantic fright 
To the unknown, the vast, and rolling heath. 

The ferryman, a . a statue '.'and*. 

Bronze in the su i.*i that paled hi; blood. 

With the one oar i rm m hi> hai is, 

Heat the waves, *i».d bit the llood. 

Ills old hallucinated eye- 
S«. "■ the lit distances reju'tv. 

Whence reaches him the lamentable voice, '* < 
Under the freezing skies. 
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His last oar breaks, 

^lis last oar tne current takes, 

Like a straw, down to the sea. 

The ferryman exhausted sank 

Upofl his hemh, will] swl.i! lint puuiid 

His loins with v.un even I ion ‘.me, 

A liit^li w.ui‘ ‘-Irm k <m llu- lu lmaid, 

He looked, behind him I iy i he hank . 

Me had not loll th# slnne 

The windows and the dials g.i/ed, 

With eyes they opened widi , amazed, 

Where all his strength to rum ran ; 

But the old, stubborn ferryman 

Kept all the same, for Mod knows when, 

The green reed m Ins h elh, * veil then. 


Till-: RAIN. 

As reeled from an e\ ban -.t less bobbin, the long rain. 
Interminably through the long gray day, 

Lines ihe green window pane 
With its long threads of ' T raj , 

The reeled, exhaustion r-in, 

The long rain. 

The rain. 

It has neen ravelling out, since last sunset, 

Rags hanging soft and low 
From sulky skies of jet. 

1; Travelling, patient, slow, 
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Upon the roads, since last sunset, c 
On roads and streets., 

Continual sheets. 

Along the leagues that wind f 

Through quiet suburb' to the fields, behind, 

Aloi ; the roads interminably bending, 

In i\i' <ra 1 procession, drenched, resigned, 

T01I1 1 ,, bathed in sweat and steam, 

Vehu les with libcil coverings Sire wending; 

In ruts so regular, 

And parallel so far 

Hy night to join t lie firmament they seem, 

The water drips hour after hour, 

The spouts gush, and the trees shower, 

With long ram wet, 

With rain tenacious yet. 

Rivers o’er rotten dikes are brimming 

Upon the meadows whore drowned hay is swimming 

The wind is whipping walnut ticcs and alders, 

And big black oxen wading stand 
Deep in the water of the polders, 

And bellow at the wnthen sky ; 

And evening is at hand, 

bringing its shadows to enfold the plain, and lie 
Clustered at the washed tree’s root ; 

And ever falls the rain, 

The long rain, 

As fine and dense as soot. 

The long rain, 

The long ram falls afresh ; 

And its identic thiead 
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Reaves mesh hp mesh 
A raiment making naked shred by shred 
The cottages and farmyards gray 
Of hamlets crumbling fast away ; 

A bunch pf linen rags that hang down sick 
• Upon ft loosely planted slid* 

Here a blue dovecote to the iouf shat cleave , 
Sinister window panes 

Plastered with paper rank wiih mildew M.un. , 
dwellings whose regular rws 
Form crosses on their gable ends of stone ; 
Uniform, melancholy null-,. 

Standing like horns upon their hills: 

Chapels, and spires with ivy o\crgmwn * 

The rain 
The long rain 

Winter-long beneath them burrow 

The rain, in lines, 

The long, gray rain unlwmcs 
Its watery tresses o’er its furrows, 

The long rain 
Of countries old. 

Torpid, eternally unrolled. 


Tills FISHERMEN. 

Up from the sea a flaky, dank, 

Thickening fog rolls up, and chokes 
Windows and closed doojrs, and sm* .kes 
Upon the slippery liver bank. 

Drowned gleams of gas-lamps shake and fall 
Where rolls the river's carrion ; 
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The moon looks like a corpse, ai?d on 
The heaven’s run its burial. 

But dickering lanterns now and then 
Light up and magnify the back 1 ?, 

Bent obslin.iUly 111 their smacks, r 

O. Hie old river fishermen, 

Y\ h ► .ill the tunc, from lasl sunset. 

For hat night’s fishing none can know, 

]ln*e cast their black and gipedy net, 

Where silent, evil waters flow’. 

Deep down beyond the reach of eye 
Fates of Evil gathering throng. 

Which lure the fisher.-, where they lie 
To fish for them with patience strong, 

True to their task of simple toiling 
In contradictory fogs embroiling. 

And o’er them peal the minutes stark, 

With heavy hammers peal their knells, 

The minutes sound from belfry bells, 

The minutes hard of autumn dark, 

The minutes list. 

And the black fishers in their ships. 

In their cold ships, are clad m shreds ; 

Down their cold nape their old hat drips 
And drop by drop in water shed . 

All the 1111st. 

Their villages are numb and freeze; 

Then huts are all in ruin sunk, 

And the willows and the walnut-trees 

The winds of the west have whipped and shrunk 
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And not a bajk cofncs through the dark, 
And never a cry through the void midnight, 
That floated, humid ashes blight 


And Clever helping one another, 

Never brother hailing brothei, 

Never doing what they ought. 

For himself each iisher’s thought * 
And the first draws his net, and sci/cs 
All the fry of his poverty ; 

And the next drags up, as keen as lie, 
The empty bottoms of diseases ; 
Another opens out his net 
To griefs that on the surl ice swim , 
And another to Ins vessel’s run 
Pulls up the flotsam of regret. 


The river churns, league after longue, 
Along the dikes, and inns away. 

As it has done so many a day. 

To the far horizon of fatigue ; 

Upon its banks skins of black clay 
By night perspire a poison draught ; 
The -logs are fleeces far to waft. 

And to men’s houses journey the). 


Never a lantern streaks the dark, 

And nothing sliis in the Iisher’s bark, 
Save* nimbusing with halos of blood. 

The thick white felt of the clustering Jogs 
Sileitt Death, who with madness clog . 
The Drains of the fishermen on the flood. 
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Lonely at the fog’s cold heart, 

Each sees not each, though side side ; 

Their arms are tired, their vessels ride 
Uy sandbanks marked on rum’s chart. 

Why in the dark do they not hail each othei ? 
Why does a brothel’s voice console not brother? 


No, i mb and haggard they remain. 
With vault ed bark and heavy r r>rain. 
With, by their side, their little light 
Rigid in the river’s night. 

Like blocks of shadow there Ihey are, 
And never pierce their eyes afar 
Kcyonri the acrid, spongy wet : 

Anti they suspect not that above. 
Luring them with a magnet’s love, 
Stars immense arc shining yet. 

These fishei ' in black torment tossed, 
They arc the men immensely lost 
Among the knells anti far awajs 
And far biyonds where none can gqjse ; 
And m their souls' monotonous deeps 
The humid autumn midnight weeps. 


SILENCE. 

Since last the summer broke above her 
A fl.rli of lightning horn his thunder-sheath, 
Silence has never left her cover 4 

In the heather on the heath. 
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Across her refuge /eers the steeple* 
with it singers shakes its bells ; 

Around her prowl the vehicle'., 

Laden with uproarious people ; 

Arc nd her, where the tir-trecs end, 

In its rut the cart-wheel grates ; 

But hever a noise has strength tn rend 
The tense, dead space whcie silence wails. 

Since the last loud thunder weather, 

Silence has stirrcdfnol in Die h« at her ; 

And the heath, wherein the evenings sink, 

Beyond the endless thickets, and 
The purple mounds of hidden sand, 

Lengthens her haunts to heaven s brink 

And even winds stir not Die slim 
Larches at the marsh’s run, 

Where she will glass her absliact eyes 
In pools where wondering lilies lisc ; 

And only brushes her the clouds’ 

Shadow when they nidi in crowds, 

Or else the shadow of a flight 
Of hovering ^iawks at heavens’ height. 

Since the last flash of lightning streaked the plain, 
Nothing has bitten, in h« < vast domain. 

And those who in her realm did roam, 

Whether it were m dawn or ghuin, 

Thej^ all have felt their hearts held f^l 
In spells of mystery she has cast. 

She, like an ample, final force, 

,lCct5f)S on the same unbroken course , 
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lilack walls of pmcwoods gloJtn and bar 
The paths ofliope tliat gleam afai*f 
Clusters of dreamy junipers 
Frighten the feet of wanderers ; 

Malignant inn/es intertwine 

With paths of cunning curve and line, 

Ami the sun eveiy moment shifts 
Tie* goal to which confusion dints 

Sim the lightning that the storm forged bit, 

The bitter silence at the corners four 
Of the heath, lias changed no whit. 

The shepherds with their hundred years worn out, 
And the spent dogs that follow them about, 

See her, on golden dunes where shadows flit. 

Or in the noiseless moorland, sometimes sit. 
Immense, beneath the outspread wmg of Night ; 
Then w iters on the wrinkled pond take fright ; 
And the heather veils itself and palely glistens, 
And every leaf in every thicket listens, 

And the incendiary sunset si ills 

The last cry of his light that o’er her thrills. 

Ami the hamlets neighhnuiuig her, beneath 
Then thatch of hovels on the heath, 

Shiver with terror, Icelmg he* 

Dominant, though he do not stir ; 

Mournful, and tired, and helpless icy 
Stand in her present as at bay. 

And watch benumbed, and nigh to *>woon, 
Fearing, w’hen mists shall tilt, 10 see, 

Suddenly opening under tlm moon, 

The silver eyes of her mystery. 
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tiih/roi’E-makkr. 

• 

At the dike’s foot that wearily 
Curves along the sinuou* sea. 

The visionary, silver-haired 
R©pe-maker with arms bared. 

Pulling backwards as lie stands. 

Rolls together, with priidenl hands, 

The twisting play of endless twine, 

Coming frorr^the far sky-line. 

Down yonder in t lie sunset sliccn. 

In the twiIighL tired and chill, 

A busy wheel is whb/ing still, 

Moved by one who is not seen ; 

But, parallel on slakes that space 
The road from equal place to place. 

The yellow hemp that the roper draws 
Runs in a chain that never flaws. 

With skilful fingers thin and old. 

Fearing to break the glint of gold 
That with hi-> work the gliding light 
Blends «by the houses growing chin, 

The visionary ropei weaves 

Out of the heart ol the tchljing eve-, 

And draws the hor irons unto hnn 

Horizons? Those of red sunsets - 
Furies, hatred, fights, regiels. 

Sobs of beings bn ikon- hinted. 

Horizons of the days departed, 
p Writhen, golden, overcast ; 

Horizons of the living past. 
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Of old — the life of strayed somnamVu lists, 

When the right hand of God to Canaalis blue 
The road of gold through gloaming deserts drew, 
Through morns and evenings swayed with shifting mists. 


Of old — exasperated life careeiing , 

flanging from stallions’ manes, lighting the dense 
Darkness with heels that flashed out gleams immense, 
Towards » nnensity immensely rearing. 

« 

Of old —it was a life of burning leaven ; 

When the Red Cross of Ifell and Heaven’s White 
Through nulcs of marshalled mail thaL shed the light 
Marched each thiough blood towards its victory’s heaven. 


Of old — it was a foaming, livid life, 

Living and dead, with tocsin Hells and crime, 
Edicts and massacres reddening the time, 

With mad and splendid death above the strife. 

Rctwccn the flax and osiers, 

On the road where nothing stirs. 

Along the houses growing dim, 

The visionary roper weaves 

Out of the heart of tht eddying eves. 

And draws the horizon imlo h m. 

I lon/ons } The i c they linger yet : 

Toil, and scieiua , struggle, fret 
Horizons •* There at excn-chimc, 

They in their mirrois show the inourninj 
Image of the present time. s 
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Now, a mass of fires }/at belch defiance, 

Where wise min, leagued in mighty storm and stress, 
Hurl the gods down to change the nothingness 

Whereunto strives the force of human science. 

Now, loJ a room that ruthless thought lias swept, 
Weighed and exactly measured, and men swcai 
The firmament is arched by empty air ; 

And Death is in glass bottles corked and kept 

Now, lo I a glowing furnace, and resistance 
Of matter molten in fire’s dragon dens ; 

New strengths are forged, fir mightier than men’s, 

To swallow up the night, and time, and distance. 

Here, lo! a palace tiredly built, and lying 
Beneath a century’s weight, bowed down and yellow, 
And whence, in Icrroi, mighty voices bellow, 

Invoking thunder towards adventure flying. 

Upon the regular road, with eyes 
Fixed where the silent sunset dies, 

And leaves the houses drear and dim, 

The visionary roper weaves 

Out of the heart of I lie eddying e\ts, 

And draws the lion/ons unto turn 

Horizons ? Where jon sunset beams . 

Coinbats, hopes, awakenings, gleams , 

The horizons he can m e defined 
In the future ot his mind, 

# Far beyond the shores that swim 
Sketched in the sk> of sunsets dim. 
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Up yomler— in tlie calm skies hangr a red 
Staircase of double gold with steps of ftlue, 
With Dream and Science mounting it, the two 
Who separately climb to one stair-head. 


The lightning clash o / contraries expires ; 

Doubt’s mournful list its lingers opes, while wed 
Ksscnii.il laws that had been wont lo shed 
In horal < jclnnes l heir fragmentary fires. 


Up yondei — nnnd more strong and subtle dart* 
Its violence past death and what is seen. 

And universal love .sheds a serene 
And mighty silence over tranquil hearts. 


The God m every human heart, above. 

Unfolds, expands, and his own being sees 
In those who sometimes fell upon their knees 
To worship sacred grief and humble love. 


Up yonder — living peace is burning bright. 

And shedding on these lands, down evening’s slope 
A bliss that kindles, like the brands of hope. 

In the air’s ash the great star 4 - of the night. 


At the dike’s U ./t that wearii} 
Curves along the sinuous sea 
Towards the distant eddying spaces, 
The visionary roper pacct 
Along the houses growing dim, 

And drinks the horizons into him. 
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SAINT GEORGE. 

By a broad flash the fog was split, 

Arid Saint George, with gold and jewels hi, 
Cajne down the slope of it. 

With feathers foaming from his ciesl. 

Hiding a charger with a milky breast. 

And in its month no bn. 

With diamonds decked the two 
Made of their fall a path of pity to 
This earth of ours from Heaven’s blue. 

Heroes with helpful virtues dowered. 

Sonorous with courage, heroes crystalline, 

O through my heart now let the radiance shine 
That from his aureolar sword is showered » 

0 let me hear the silver prattle 

Of the wind around his coat of mail, 

And around his spurs in battle ; 

Saint George, who shall prevail, 

He who has heard the cries of my distress, 

And comes to save from scaith 

My poor arms stretched unto his great prowess 1 

Like a loud cry of faith, 

He holds his lance at rest, 

Saint George ; 

lie passes, I behold 

A victory as of a haggard gold, 

1 see his forehead with the Chrism blessed 
Sajnt George of duty, 

Bright with his heart's and his own beauty. 



174 


Emile Veriiaeren. 

Sound, all ye voices of my ho^j ! «. 

Sound in myself, and on the sun-swept slope, 

And high roads, and the shaded avenue ! 

And, gleam-. of silver between stones, be you 
Joy, and you pebbles white with waters ope 
\ our eyes, and look 
U| through the I nook 
Win -c ripple*, o’er >ou rull. 

And, 'andscape with thy crimson lakes, be thou 
The mirror of the flights of flatne that now 
Saint (ieorge takes to my soul ' 

Against the black dragon’s teeth, 

Against the pustules of a leprous skin 
He is the glaive and the miraculous sheath. 

Charity on his < uirass burns, and in 
Ills courage is the bounding overthrow 
Of instinct swart with sin 

> 

File goldcn-sifted, fiie that wheels, 

And eddying stars in which his glory lies, 

Flashed from Ins charger’s galloping heels. 

Dazzle my memory’s eyes. 

The beautiful ambassador is lie 
From the white country that with marble glows, 
Where in the panics, on tin sea’s strand, and on the 
tree 

Of goodness, kindness gently gre*' - 

The port, he know; u, where the vessels ride, 

With angels filled, upon a rippling tide ; 

And ihe long evenings lighting islands fair 
But motionless upon their waters, where, • 

And in eyes also, firmaments are seen. 
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This kingclfmi Hath the Virgin for its Queen, 

And St. George is the humble joy of her palace. 
In the air his falchion glimmers like a chalice ; 
Saint George with Ins devouring light, 

Who like a lire uf gold dispels my spirit 5 ', night. 

• 

lie knows how l.ir rny feel hive wandered. 

He knows the sticnglh that I have squandered, 
And witli what fogs my hr 1111 has fought, 
lie knows whatdccen assn -sin knives 
Have cut black crosses in my thought. 

He knows my scorn ol rich men's lives, 

He knows the mask ol wrath and folly 
Upon the dregs of my melancholy. 

I was a coward in my flight 

Out of the world in my sn k, vain defiance ; 

I have lilted, under the roof 1 of night. 

The golden marbles of a hostile science 
To the barred summits of black oracles ; 

But the King of the Night is Death ; 

And man bui in the dawnmg’s breath 
His enigmatic eflort spells , 

When flowers unclose, prayer too uncloses, 

With the scent of prayer the»r lips arc sweet. 

And the white sun on a nacieous water-sheet 
Is a kiss that on man's lips reposes; 

Dawn is a counsel to be bold, 

And he who hearkens is tenfold 

Saved from the maish that never yet cleansed sin. 

Saint George in cuiiass ghtlcring 

With leaps of fire sprung 

U»to my soul through the fresh morning; 

He was beautiful with faith and young ;* 
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And more to me he bent v 
As he beheld me penitent ; 

As from an intimate golden phial 
He filled me with his soaring; 

Though lie was proud unto my sight, 

I laid the sweet flowers of my trial 
Ir his pale hand of blest restoring ; 

In- n signed lie, ere lie did depail, 

My ■ row with lus lancc’s cross of gold. 
Had. me he of good cheer and^hold. 
And soared, and bore to God my heart. 


IN TIJE NORTH. 

Two ancient manners from the Northern Mam 
One autumn eve came sailing home again, 
From Sicily and it ^ deceitful islands, 

Canning a shoal of sirens 
On board 

Sharpened with pride they sail into their bay ; 
Among the mists that mark the homeward way 
They cut their passage like a sword ; 

Under a mournful and monotonous gale. 

One autumn evening of a sulncss pale, 

Into their northern fjord they sai 1 . 

From the safe shut the burghcis of the haven 

Gaze listless, cold, .nd craven 

And on the masts, and in the ropes, behold 

The sirens covered with gold 

Biting, like vines, 

Their bodies’ sinuous lines. 
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The.Mirghers a 7C with closed and sullen mouth, 
Nor see tlfe ocean booty of the south, 

Brought in the fog’s despili : 

The vessel seems a basket silvi r- white. 

Laden with flesh and fruit and gold for home, 
Advancing borne on wnips of hum. 


The sirens sing, and in the cordage they 
With arms stretched out in lyres, 

And lifted breasts like fires, 

Sjng and sing a lay 
Before the rolling ev<.. 

Which reaps upon the son the lights of day ; 

The sirens sing, and ( leave 

Around the masts as curves the handle of the urn. 
And still the citizens, uncouth and tuciluin, 

Hear not the song. 


They do not know their friends away so long — 
The ancient mariners Lwain — noi understand 
The vessel is ol their own land, 

Neither the foe-jibs of their own 
Making, nor the saiU themselves have sewn ; 
Of this deep dream they fathom naught, 
Whichmiakes the sea glad with its journey mgs, 
Since it was not the lie of all the tilings 
That in their village to ihcir youth were taught. 
And the ship passes by tbe harbour mole, 
Luring them to the wonder of its soul. 

But none will gather them the fruiS 

Of flesh and gold th.it load the ticihsed shoots. 


12 
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thi; townV 

Kvrkv road goes to the town. 

Under the misL that the sun illumes, 
Jrdic, wheie Iicr terraces ause 
And taper to the terraced shies, 

1 lersclf as from a dream exhumes. 

v on dei glimmer looking down, 
Bridges trimmed with iron lace, 
l.eaps in air and caught in spage ; 

J "Hocks and columns like the head 
C)f a Gorgon gashed and red ; 

O’er the suburbs chimneys tower ; 
Gables open like a Hower, 

Under stagnant roofs that frown. 

This is the many-tentacled town, 
This is the tlammg octopus. 

The os alary of all of us. 

At the country’s end she waits. 
Keeling towards the old estates. 

Meteoric gas-lamps line 
Docks where tufted masts entwine s> 
Still they bum m noontides cold, 
Monster egg> * -f viscous gold : 

Never seems th'; sun to shine 
Mouth as it is o t radiance, shid 
By reeking smoke and driving -mut. 

A river of pitch and naphtha rolls 
By wooden bridges, mortared moles; 
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And the raw, whistles of the ships 
Howl ftith Trighl in the log that grips. 

With a red signal light they peer 
Towards the sea to which tht_y suer. 

Quays with clashing butler . gru.ui ; 

# Carts grate o*er the rubble stone ; 

Cranes are cubes of shadow raising. 

And slipping them in cellars bla/ing ; 
Bridges opeiyng lilt a \nst 
fiibhct till the ships have passed : 
letters of brass inscribe the world. 

On roofs, and walls and shop-fronts curled, 
l r ace to face in battle massed 

Wheels file and file, the drosk) plies. 

Trains are rolling, el fort flics , 

And like a prow becalmed, the glare 
Of gilded stations hcie and there ; 

And, from their platforms ramified 
Rails beneath the uly glide, 

In tunnels and in craters, whence 
They storm in network flashing linn 
Out into hubbub, dust, and dm. 

This is the many tenlacled town. 

The street, with eddies tied like ropes 
Around its squares, runs out and gropes 
Along the city up and down, 

And runs back tar enlaced, and lined 
With crowds inextricably twined. 

Whose mad feet beat the flags beneath, 
Whose eyes are filled with hate, whose teeth 
•Snatch at the time they cannot catch. 
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Dawn, eve, and night, injhe press 
They welloi in their weariness. 

And c,a*t lo chance the hittci seed 
Ol I ib-mr dial no q.im can breed. 

And dui', black will) inanity 
Where poioncd sits the clerk and fast/; ; 
And banks wide open lo I be blasts 
Ol the winds of their insanity. 

Outside, in wadding of (Jie damp. 

Red lights in streaks, like burning rags, 
Straggle from reeking lamp to lamp. 

And alcohol goads life that lags. 

The bar upon the cause} masses 
Its tabernacle of looking-glasses. 
Reflecting drunken lout'* and hags. 

To and fro a young girl passes. 

And sells lights to the lolling men ; 
Debauch buy* famine in her den ; 

Ana carnal lutt ignited sallies 
To dance to death in rotten alleys. 

Lust roars and leaps from breast to breast, 
Whipped to a rage uproarious, 

To a blind crush of limbs in quest 
Of the plcasui e of gold and phosphorus ; 
And in and out wan women fare. 

With sexual symbols in their hair. 

The atmosphere of reekin'* dun 
At times recedes towards c.iO sun. 

As though a loud cry called lo Peace 
To hid the dLafcmng noises cease ; 

Put all the city pufts and blows 
With such a violent snoit and flush. 

That the dying seek in vain the hush * 

Of silence that eyes need to close. 
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Such is 4he day — and when the eves 
With ebony hammers carv< the skies, 
Over the plain the city heaves 
Its shimmer of colossal lies , 

Iler haunting, gilt desires arise ; 

4Ier radiance to the slars, is cast ; 

She gathers her gas m golden sheaves , 
llcr rails arc highways lining fast 
To the mirage of happiness 
That strength aiul fortune seem to bless 
Like a great army swell Jv.r wall » ; 

And all the smoke In. still semis down 
Reaches the fields m ladi.int calls 

This is the man\ *U nini led town. 

This is the burning octopus, 

The ossuary of all of us, 

The carcase with solemn candles lit. 

And all the long ul.ifputu.N 
Roads and pathways roach to it 


THE MUSIC-HALL. 

Under the enormous fog 
Whose wing 1 the city ai U nes t lug, 

’Mid ringing plaudits, at the luck 

Of a radiant hall thou Ononis they unpick. 

The acrobat on airy ireslh . pm « ■> ; 

Great suns ol strass Munc o’er the seem . 
Clashing their lists stand cymbal- player, lea 
Breakers of cries and noises ; 
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And wlien the ballet- corps with faces , 

In a thicket of perplexing steps appear, 

Tangling and disentangling labyrinthine paces, 

The hall, hung with its gorgeous chandelier, 

That o’et a singing sea of faces glares, 

The h.ill with heavy velvet clad. 

Wit 1 balconies like pad on pad, 

Is hk i belly that a woman bares 

Swarming battalions of flesh and r thighs 

March under arches flowered with thousand dyes; 

Lace, pctLieoals, throats, legs, and hips. 

Teams of rut whose breasts, though bridled, yet 
Are bounding, yoke by yoke the coiled dance trips, 
Blue with pamf and raw wiih sweat. 

Hands, vainly opening, seem to seize 
Only invisible desire that flees ; 

A dancer, darling legs her tights leave bare, 

Stilh ns obscenity in the air; 

Another with swimming eyes and flanks that writhe 
Shrinks like a liamplcd beast above the loud 
Flare of the footlights swaying with the lithe 
Lust of the gloating crowd. 

O blasphemy vociferously hmled 
In crying gold on the Beamy or the wodd • 
Atrocious feinL of Ai.. while Ar 1 1 d lime 
Is ))ing massacred and sunk in slin.o ! 

O noisy pleasure sm png as it treads 
On tortured ugliness that twists anti cries; 

Ideas ire against Joy’s grain Lint nuitures heads 
With alcohol, with alcohol men’s eyes ; h 

O pleasure whose rank mouth calls out for flowers, 
And vomits the vile ferment it devours ! 
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Deasti’e of cjd" 1^'roic, calm, and bare, 

Walked with calm hands anti forehead clear as air ; 
The wind and the sun danced in Ins heait, he pressed 
Divine, harmonious lift* to his warm breast ; 

His breast that breathed it in was Beauty’* source ; 
lie knew no law that dared call Beauty coarse , 
Sunrise and sunset, spun”, with mosses grassed, 

And the preen liougn that blushed him as he passed, 
Thulled to his deep soul through his flesh, and were 
The kiss of thing%that love makes lovelier. 


Now senile and debaut hod, he licks and cats 

Sin that beguiles him with her poisoned teats ; 

Now in his garden of anomalies 

Bibles, codes, texts, and rules he multiplies 

And ravishes the faith he then denies 

His loves are gold. Ills hat i eels ? Flights unto 

Beauty that grow\s still lovelier, sldl more true, 

Opening in starry flowers in heavens blue 

Look where he haunts these halls of monstimis art, 

Whose burning windows to the heavens dart 

A restlessness by ga/ing still 1 cue wed : 

Here is the beast tianslormed to a multitude. 


Filled with contagion thousand eyes deflect 
To find a million more they may infect ; 

One mind to thousands casts its lirauer tire, 

To be consumed the more in sick desire. 

To breed new vices, uminugined Hell. 

The conscience changes, and t he bum as well ; 
Another race is hied from putrid spawn, 

A writhen black totality, a sum 
Otciphers spreading in a weltering -.cum, 

That outrages the healthfulncss of Dawn. 
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O shames and crimes of crowds tha^ reelf; and slain 
The city like a bellowing hurucane ; l ' 

Gulfed in the plaster boxes tier on tier 
Of theatres and halls obscene and blear * 

The stage is like a Ian unfurled. 

Enamelled minarets grotesquely curled. 
flous< nd terraces and avenues. 

Undci . ic limelight’s changing hues. 

First 111 slow rhytimis, then with viiRnt sweep, 
Gathering swift Ur-^cs, touching breasts th.it leap, 
Meet 1 lie Jkiyadcies with swaying hips; 

Negro boys, whose heads with plumes are tipped, 
With their foam -colon red leclh in bps 
lake a red vulva open ripped. 

Move ail 1*. pushed ah*ng in sluggish poses. 

A drum In aU, ail obstinate 1 horn cries long, 

A raw life in kies .1 stupid song. 

And at the last, tor the final apotheosis, 

A mad assault over the boards is sweeping, 

Gold and throats and thighs in stages heaping 
In curled entanglements; and then all closer 
With garments sphUing ottering rounded shapes 
And vice half hid in lloweis like tempting grapes. 

And the orchestra d.< or .< M-mly halts, 

And climbs, and svu ’Is. and rolls m whipped assaults 
Out of the violins win gle spasms e * ; 

Lascivious dogs in tit tempest «ierii lo l>ark 
< )f heavy tnassc s and - f stiong bassoons , 

A manifold desire swells, sickens, mvooi.s, 

Revives, and with such heavy violence heaves, 

The sense cries out, and hclple* reels. 

And prostitutes itself lo a spasm thaL relieves. 
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And mid*ight peals. 

Tht^dense crowd pours and at the doors unfurls. 

The hall is closed — and on the black causeways 
Gaudy beneath the gaslamps' leering gaze, 

Red in the fog like flesh, await the girls 


THE BUTCHER’S STALL 

• 

Hard by the docks, soon as 1h<' shadows fold 
The dizzy mansion -fronts that soar aloft. 

When eyes of lamps are burning soft. 

The shy, dark quarter lights ag un Us old 
Allurement of red viee and gold. 

Women, blocks of heaped, blown meal, 

Stand on low thresholds down Lhe narrow sliecl, 
Calling to every man that p'gsc-*; 

Behind them, at the end ol <omdoi*., 

Shine tires, a curtain stirs 

And gives a glimpse of mavics 

Of mad and naked tle->h in looking-glasses. 

Hard by the docks. 

The street upon the left is ended by 
A tangle of high ma.sis and shrouds that blocks 
A sheet of sky , 

Upon the right a net ol grovelling alley-. 

Falls from lhe town— and hue the black crowd rallies 
To reel to rotten rc\ t lry. 


It is the flabby, fulsome butcher’-* L a 1 J ni ei \tirj , 
Time out gf mind creclcil on the fionliu- 
Of the city and the sea. 
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Far-sailing melancholy mariners ^ , 

Who, wet with spray, through grey mists peer, 

Cradled among the rigging cabin-boys, and they who 
steer 

Hallucinated by the blue eyes of the vast sea-spaces. 

All dream of it, evoke it when the evening falls; * 
Their raw desire to madness galls , 

The * ind’s soli kisses hover on their faces; 

The w ve awakens rolling .images of sofi embraces ; 

And their two arms implore, «i 
Stretched in a frantic cry towards the shore. 

And they of ofliccs and shops, the city tribes, 

Merchants precise, keen reckoners, haggard scribes, 

Who sell their brains for hire, and tame their brows, 
When the keys of desks are hanging on the wall. 

Feel the same galling rut at even-fall, 

And run like hunted dogs to the carouse. 

Out of the depth'* of dusk come their dark flocks, 

And in their hearts debauch so rudely shocks 
Their ingrained greed and old accustomed care, 

That they ate racked and ruined by despair. 

It is the flabby, fulsome butcher’s stall of luxury, 

Time out of mind erected on the frontiers 
Of the city and the sea. 

Come from vvliat far sea-isle* or pes’ilent parts? 

Come from wlmt feveush or mellu '>c marts? 

Their eyes are filled with bitter, cunning hate, 

They fight their instincts that they cannot sate ; 

Around red females who befool them, ihey 
Herd irenzied till the dawn of ^obei day. 

The panelling is fiery with lewd art ; t 

Out of the wall mtescent knick-knacks dart ; 
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Fat JBaccfluses and leaping satyrs in 
Wan mirrors freeze an unremitting grin ; 

Flowers sicken on the gaming-tables where 
The warming bowls twist fire of light blue hair ; 

pot of paint curds on an eUgv re ; 

A cat is^catching ihes on cushioned seals ; 

A drunkard lolls asleep on yielding plusli, 

And women come, and o’er him bending, brush 
His closed, red lids with their enormous teats 
• 

And women with spent loms and sleeping < roups 
Are piled on sofas and aim chairs in groups, 

With sodden flesh grown vague, and black and blue 
With the first trampling of ilic evening’s crew 
One of them slides a gold u>in in her stocking , 
Another yawns, and some iluir knocs arc locking ; 
Others by bacchanalia Muin out, 

Feeling old age, and, smiling them, Death’s snout, 
Stare with wide* open cyo, torches extinct, 

And smooth their legs with hands together linked. 

It is the flahby, fulsome butcher’s stall of luxury, 
Time out of mind erected on the frontiers 
Of the city and the sea. 

According to the jingle of the purses 
The women mingle promises with citric-.; 

A tranquil cynicism, a tired pleasure 
Is meted duly to fhe money’s measure. 

The kiss grows weary, and the game g*o\vs lame 
Often when fist with list together tlaslus, 

In the«wind of oaths and lnmlts still the same, 
Some gaiety out of the blasphemy flashes, 
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13ut soon sinks, and you hear, 

In the silence dank and drear, 

A halting steeple near 
Sounding, sick with pity, 

In the darkness over the cii>. 

Vet in those months by festivals sanciihed, 

St. Pete m summer, in winter Christmastide, 

The nr, ti nt quarter of dm and hgfy 
Soars up to sin and pounces on its joys, 
Jermenhng with wild song** and boisterous noise 
Window by window, flight by flight, 

With \icc the house-fronts glow' 

Down from the parrel to the grids below. 

Faery where rage roars, and couples heats. 

In the great hall 1c. winch the sailors throng, 
Pushing some jester of the sheets, • 

Convulsed in obscene mimicry, along. 

The wines ol loam and gold leap from their sheath 
Women fall underneath 
Mad, biawhng drunkaids; loosened ruts 
Flame, arms unite, and body body butts ; 

Nothing is seen but instincts slaked and lit afresh, 
Breasts oflered, bellies taken, and the lire 
Of haggard eyes m ‘■heaves of brandished flesh. 

The fien/y climbs, and sinks lu n-,c sldl higher, 

Rolls like cxaspeiated ndes 

And bai kwards elides, * 

Until the moment when dawn fills the port, 

And Death, tired of the • pmt. 

Back to .hips and homesteads sweeps and harries 
The limp debauch and human weed 
Thai on the pavement tarries. 
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It i^-the flabby, fulsome butcher's stall of luxury. 
Wherein (frim€ plants his knives that bleed, 

Where lightning madness stains 
Foreheads with rotting pains, 

Time out of mind erected on the frontiers that feed 
Tlje city and the sea 


A CORNKR OF TIIK OUAY 

When the* wind sulks, and the dune dries, 

The old salts with uneasy eyes 

Hour after hour peer at the skic^ 

All are silent ; their Inmk turning, 

A brown juice Irom their lip-* they wipe , 
Never a sound <lvc, in their pipe, 

The dry tobacco burning. 

That storm the almanac announces. 

Where is it ? They arc: puzzled. 

The sea has smoothed her flounces. 

Winter is muzzled. 

The cute ones shake their pate, 

And cross their aims, and pull. 

But mate by male I hey wait. 

And think the squall is late, 

But coming sure enough. 

With fingers slow, sedate 
Their finished pipe they fid : 

Pursuing, every salt. 

Without a minute’s hall. 

The same idea still. 
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A boat sails up the bay, 

As tranquil the Hay; 

IU keel a long net tiaik. 
Covered with "littering scales. 


Oat come the men : What ho ? 
When will the tempest come ? 
With pipe in mouth, still dumb. 
With bare foot on \abot , 

/he salt", wait in a mu. « 


Here they lounge about. 

Where all year long the stout 
Fishers’ dames 

Sell, from their wooden frames, 
1 lernngs and anchovies, 

And by eat h stall a stove is. 

To warm them with its flames. 


Here they spit together. 

Spying out the weather. 

Here they yawn anti doze ; 
Hacks bent with many a squall, 
Rubbing it in rows., 

Grease the wall. 


And though the almanac 
Is wrong abo it the squall. 

The old salts han their back 
Against the wall. 

And wait in rows together, 
Watching the sea and the weather. 
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MY HEART IS AS IT CLIMBED A STEER. 

* • # 

My heart is as it climbed a sleep, 

To reach your kindness faihorulesdy deep. 

And there I pray to you with swimming eyes. 

I caftie jo late to where you are. 

You with your pity more than prodigal's surmise ; 

I came from very far 

Unto the two hands you were lidding out, 

Calmly, to me who stumbled on in doubt 1 
I had in me so much tenacious rust, 

That gnawed wuh its rapacious teeth 
My confidence in myself ; 

I was so tired, I was so spent, 

1 was so old with my mistiust, 

I was so tired, I was so spent 
With all the reads of my discontent. 

So little I deserved the joy how deep 
Of seeing your feet light up my wilderness, 

That I am trembling still with it, and nigh to weep, 
And lowly for ever is the heart you bless. 


WHEN I WAS AS A MAN THAT HOPELESS 
PINES. 

WllEN I was as a man that hopeless pines, 

And pitfalls all my hours were, 

You were the light that welcomed home the wanderer, 
The light that from the frosted window s/uncs 
On snov' at dead of night. 
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Your spirit’s hospitable light 
Touched my heart, and hurl it no^. • 

Like a cool hand on one with fever hot 1 
A clement won! ol gicen, reviving hope 
Kan down the piled wrack of my heart’s waste slope ; 
Then came stout confidence and right good will, • 
Frankness, and tenderness, and .it the last, * 

With *1 md in hand held fast, 

An evi ' iii» of clear understanding and of storms grown 
stn 

• 

Since, though the summer followed winter’s chill, 

Both in ourselves and under skies whose deathless fires 
With gold all pathway^ of our thoughts adorn, 

Though love has grown immense, a great flower born 
Of proud desires’, 

A flower that, without cease, to grow still more, 

In our hearts begins as e’er before, 

I still look at the little light 

Which first shone out on me m my soul’s night. 


LEST ANYTHING ESCAPE FROM OUR 
EMBRACE. 

Les r anything escape from our embrace, 

Wh'rh is as sacred as a Temple’s holy place, 

And so that the bright love pierce wdh light the body’s 
mesh. 

Together we descend :> *o the garden of your flesh. 

Your breasts are there like offerings made, 

You hold your hands out, mine to greet, 

And nothing can be worth the simple meal 
Of whisperings in thr shade. * 
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The shadow of white boughs caresses 
Ycyir thru.it aiftl fate, and to the ground 
T lie blossoms of your tresses 
Fall unbound. 


All of lilfle silver is the sky, 

The night is a silent bed of ease, 

The gentle night of the moon, whose breeze 
Kisses the lilies tall a^d shy. 


I BRING TO YOU AS OFFERING 
TO-NIGHT. 

I r.RIM, to you as uttering to-night 
My body boisterous with the wind’s delight , 

In Hoods of sunlight I have 1 athed my skill ; 

My feet are clean as the gra^s they w.uled m ; 

Soft are my fingers as the floweis they held : 

My eyes are brightened by the tears that welled 
Within them, when they looked upon the earth 
Strong without end and i.eh with lc«.ti\e mirth ; 
Space in its living arms has snatched me up. 

And whirled me diunk as from the mad wine-cup ; 
And I have walked 1 know not where, with pent 
Cries that would free my hcuit's wild wondcimcut 
I bring to you I he lile ol meadow -lands ; 

Sweet marjoram and th>mc have hissed my hands ; 
Breathe them upon my body, all the fic-h 
Air and its light and scents are in m> d sh. 
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IN THE COTTAGE WHERE OUR PEACEFUL 
LOVE REPOSES. 

In t the cottage where our peaceful love reposes, 

With its dear old hirnilure in shady nooks. 

Where never a prying witness on us looks, 

Save through the easement panes the climbing roses, 

So sw 1 1 tin- days are, after olden trial, 

So /eel x\ i»li silence is the summer lime, 
l ollcn stay the hour upon the chime 
Iii the clock of oak-wood with the golden dial. 

And then the day, the night is so much ours, 

That the hush nt happiness around us starts 
To heai the healing ol our clinging hearts, 

When on your face my kisses fall in showers. 


THIS IS TIIE GOOD HOUR WHEN TIIE 
LAMP IS LIT. 

Till', is the good hour when the lamp is lit. 

All 1 ^ calm, and consoling, and dear, 

And the silence is such tliaL you could hear 
A featliei /ailing in it. 

r Ihis i 1 ' the good horn when to my chair my lo\t will flit, 
As hree/es blow. 

As smoke will risi , 

Gentle, slow. 

She says nothing at first -and l am listening ; 

I hc'ir all her soul, I surpnse 
Its gushing and glistening, 

And I kiss her ey< .s. 
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This is tlfd gooc^hour when the lamp is lit. 

^Vhen hearts w^ll say 

How they have loved each other through the clay. 

.fyid one says such simple things : 

The frtiH one from the garden brings ; 

The flower that one has seen 
Opening in mosses green ; 

And the heart will ol*a sudden thrill and glow, 
Remembering some laded word of love 

Found in a drawer beneath a cast-oil glove 
In a letter of a year ago 


THE SOVRAN K1I\ HIM 

Yet, after years and years, to Eve theic came 
Impatience in her soul, and as a blight 
Of being the sapless, loveless flower of white 
And torrid happiness that cleaved the same ; 

And once, when in the skies the tempest moved 
Fain had she risen and its lightning proved. 

Then did a sweet, broad shudder glide on her ; 
And, in her deepest flesh to feel it, Fve 
Pressed her hail hands agam-d hei bosom's heave 
The angel, wht n he felt ilr* sleeper stir 
With violent abrupt awakening, 

And scattered air and arms, and body rocked, 
Questioned the night, but Eve remained unlocked, 
And silent. lie in vain bespoke each thing 
That lived beside her by l lie naked source,, 

Birds, flowers, and mirrors of cold water-courses 
With which, perchance, her unknown thought aiose 
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Up from the ground ; and one night when he bojvcd, 
And with his reverent fingers sought U) cfose e 

ller eyes, she leapt out of his great wing’s shroud. 

0 fertile folly in its sudden flare 
Beyond the too [Hire angel’s baflled caic l 

For while he stretched his arms out she was drifting 
Already far, and passionately lifting 
To bni/i ers of the stars her body bare. 

AncI all im In arl of Adam, seeing lie r so, 

Trembled 

She willed to love, he willed to know'. 

Awkward ami shy he neared her, daring not 
To startle eyes that lost in reveries swam ; 

From terebinths were fluttered scents, and from 
The soil’s fermenting mounted odours hot. 

1 le tan icd, as if waiting for her bests ; 

But she snatched up his hands, and o’er them hung, 

And kissed them slowly, long, with kiss that clung, 

And guided them to cool erected breasts. 

But through her flesh they burned and burned. Ills 
mouth 

Ilad found the fires to set on dime hi drouth, 

And las lithe lingers spread her streaming tresses 
O’er the long ardour of iheir first can es. 

S( retched by the cool of fountains both were lying, 

Seen of ' heir passion-gleaming eyrs alone 

And Adam felt a sudden thought unknown 

Well in his heart to her fast heart replying. ' 
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Evy’s body hid»pr<jfound retreats as sweet 
As moss that by the noon’s cool breeze is brushed ; 
Gladly came sheaves undone to be their seat, 

Gladly the glass was by their loving crushed 

• 

And Mten the spasm leapt from them at last, 

And held them bruised in arms strained stiff and tight. 
All the great amorous and l< line night 
Tempered its breeze as over them 11 passed. 

lint on their vision burst 
A cloud tar oh at lir>-t, 

And whirling its dizziness with surli a bhsl 
That it was all a miracle and n (right. 

Leapt from the dun horizon through tin* night, 

Adam raised Eve, and pressed unto him fast 
Her shivering body exijuisiLely wan. 

Livid and sulphuious the cloud came on, 

With thundering threats o'er flowing, and led li* . 
Suddenly on the spot 
Where the wild grass was hot 
With their two bodies that had loved on it. 

All the loud 

Rage of the dark, tremendous cloud 
Bit. 

And the voice of the Lord God in its shadow sounded, 
Fires from the dowers and nightly bushes bounded ; 
And where the dark the turning paths subincgcd, 

With sword in hand flamboyant angels suiged ; 

Lions were roaring at the fateful skies 
Eagles hailed death with hoarsely boding cries ; 

And by the waters all the palm-trees bent 
Un Jki the same hard wind of discontent 
That beat on Eve and Adam on that sward. 
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And in the vasty darkness drove them tojvard 
New human worlds more fervent thafi the old. 

Now felt the man a magnet manifold 
Draw out his strength and mingle it with all ; 

FnrK lu* divined, and knew what gave them birtk \ 
JIis lover’s lips w 1 1 1 1 words grew magical ; 

And lu 'invvritlcn simple heart loved earth. 

And sui ceahle water, trees that hold 
Authority, and stones that broken skine. 

Fruits tempted hnn to take l heir placid gold, 

And the bruised grapes of' the translucent vine 
Kindled his ilnrst winch they weic ripe to still. 

The howling beasts he ch ised awoke the skill 
That in his hands had slept , and prulc doweied him 
With vehement strengths that foam and over-brim, 
That he himself bis destiny might build. 

And the woman, still more fair since by the man 
The marvellous shiver through her body lan, 

Laved in the woods of gold by perfumes filled 
And dawn, with all the future in her tears. 

In her awoke the first soul, made of prid<% 

And sweet strength blended with an unknown shame, 
At the hour when all her heart was shed in flame 
On the child sheltered in her naked side. 

And when the flay hems glom 1 and ’s done, 

And bet of t ill trees in the forests gleam, 

She laid her body full of her young un m 
On sloping rocks gilt l>> he setting sun ; 

Her lifted breasts two i<undcd shadows showed 
Upon her skin as rosy as a shell. 

And the aim that on her pregnant body glowed 
Seemed to be ripening all ihe wot Id .is well. t 
Valiant and grave she pondered, burning, slow', 
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How bji-hcr love the lot of men should grov , 

An*l of the bca^tifol and violent will 
Fated to lame the earth. Yc marred cares 
And griefs, she saw yon, jmi she siw, despairs 1 
And all the darkest deeps ol luinnn ill 
/Vnd^vdh transfigured face and sm teller beaiing 
She took >our hands in hers and kiwd > our bum , 
But you as well, men’s giundt nr madly dating. 

You lifted up het soul, and - he uv lmw 
The limitless sands^if time '•liuuld b\ \<nn ti-h 
lie buried under billows sum, no piido , 

In you she hoped, id“is k. en in t|iu -.1, 

Fervour to love and to desiie the In. si 
In valiant pain and .uigmslud jo_\ , .mil 
One evening roving in the a tor -glow. 

When she beheld, tome to .1 niussy plot, 

The gates ol Paradise thrown open widi , 

And the ang< 1 bn koning, die turned n-ido 
Without desire of it, and envied not. 
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NOTES. 

Page I) — “ Uni Cheshire ” Tim Dutch cheese* so-called 
is “roux.” Braun suggests lli.it the adjectiu should ho 
translated “ rcd-haiM.il.” 

Page 6. —‘‘Those ih.it we address with *Sn The 
cheese sold under the name o! *' Monsieur I'romagc ” 

Page 13, st'q — Max' Klshanips poetry is considered some- 
what obscure, and students may Imdthe following equations 
ol help* la Yieigo l.i teiniue jmio, Josu* Tenlaime 
dchoieaise ; mi dnnauche solan e nnu line eel at ante , un 
dmianche de emur do bon — uue joie egoist o ; un sold il -- 
brutalito ; unjuif = un nnnihand , un oixeau -- la vie sous 
la forme du veibe , uue Hour *— la vie sous la foimo do hi 
senteur. 


Pago 13. — "Of Evening" Sunday is life, the wick-day. s 
aro death; the poet is flu* Sunday, theieloie since the 
week is about to begin again, be muU die The thn d stanz l 
means that the Tmolovo will lievoi aga n weep loi the Ian 
days of betrothal or muniage which tin. old Innnly ring 
she wears remind her of. 
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Notes. 


Page IS. — ‘‘Full of cripples ” JJy mg Jit, because thou 
the regulations foilndding begging aib more easily sot at 
defiance. 

Page Pd, line f>. - An allusion to ilio painting by Segherb, 
which irprewuls tin Virgin Maiywitli lilies, dahVy, and 
even si owdiops 

Page!' — “Jleie the a/ure die mbs blow." An allusion 
to the painting l»y Pouqm t in the Museum at Antwerp. 

Page 47 — In liny smaiis’ novel, A litbovrs, liquouis are 
comp ued u itli musical liisti umenl s . cuiaeao corresponds to 
the ilarmet, kiunmel to 1 1 ns lias d oboe, kirsch to the 
lierrc blast r»i a ti limpet, etc 

Page 100 — Song vn tl Kt r'cA lVsda\age. nest-ce pa * 

niupiel s astmirt tout flu* ijui sc dcvouc ” Ikuumci. 

Page p 17 — “ TJie tunning water” i« flic lringe ot the 
human soul, constant ly dunging, “ en deveim dans le 
devenn ,JI And jet them is in it a continued, though 
mol n U unit), a penuaneiit iln/fhni Tt, objeefnies itself 
in spice hut only e\isls in time, and M«nhel sees its 
vital .»ign in those which guide it towards 

itself, which hear it mi to it. late The unit) of the 
mobile 1 1 \ el , whose wu‘»s to-iuonov will no longer he 
f those they me lo-daj, is die continuum runout that beam 
it, as though it aspired to t ho infinity of o< iaus. 


Page 110 — 'The (Joblet is woman, win), whether she 
nixpues genius or sells lim body, e.usts, toi us, Itfts by 
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herself U 4.111 ti v ns , she is what w< make her, liki this 
gcibhA whoso ( 0101 J *>) vaiy according to what 0110 poms 
into jl 

Page 111. —The Chain It Imt s\ mhnli/cs tin* ]iuiii.tm , iit 
diam.‘i„*i»ncUd l»y Art, jdaetd an i \ hclwtui tin frivolous 
world, wlinh ti simples tin* rose ol love iimln loot, — ,m 
the immortal splendour ol Nalme, whu.li nukisii fed it 
n\\ 11 feebleness 

« 

Page 113. —The Angel is llie h^e-nl ol urniiis 

Page 1 Id. -The Man with l lie hie is (he poet, who is les, 
ami less mi dei stood a> he stiiUs tin ,"iavei 1 holds ol his 
I yi e. 

Page 1J2. — Vhc Qcmal lhnlu is the Aspiration towards 
which we strive. 


i iir^vAi 11 k scoi 1 rum wiiv. lo , 1 id 11 iliw. c n ihi 
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